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To teachers who fight in the 
trenches every day so that students 
will not have to. We dedicate this 
anthology to the warriors of 
writing, genre, science, social 
studies, math, history, and 
grammar. Teachers make it all 









During the twentieth anniversary of the JSU Writing Project Summer Institute, we 
learned from, shared with, and kindled creativity among our Fellows. In keeping with the 
theme, "Surfs Up: Cresting the Waves as Teachers, Writers, and Researchers," we 
modeled the foreword after Walt Whitman's "O Captain! My Captain!" 
0 Writing ProjectT Our Writing Project! 
O Writing ProjectT Our Writing ProjectT Our courageous trip is done. 
We fellows weathered every task, what knowledge we have found. 
The port is near, the bells we hear, the fellows all exalting 
While following our steadfast goal, our vessel, waves are cresting. 
But O Writing ProjectT Writing Project! 
What insights we have gained 
Upon the walls our works displayed 
Words of hope, renewed. 
O Fellows! Our Fellows! Rise up and hear the bells; 
Rise up for us the classroom calls, for us the writing waits; 
For us the task to discover, talents hidden in each child; 
For us they call, the waiting students, eager faces with their smiles. 
Here Fellows! Dear Fellows! 
These ideas within our hearts 
Which are dreams, within our reach: 
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The Important Book: A Reading/Writing Connection 
This demonstration focuses on using The Important Book by Margaret Wise 
Brown in reading/writing classrooms. For this lesson, the teacher reads the book aloud 
while the children brainstorm important traits about themselves using a graphic organizer. 
After the teacher finishes the book, the teacher models a lesson with the class about why 
their class is important. This helps the children see a concrete example of what the 
teacher is asking for in their writing products. The class poem is assembled and posted in 
the room. The teacher then has the children use a web to design their own "important 
page" about themselves using the writing process steps. After editing their work, the 
children type their work and illustrate their pages. The pages are then assembled into a 
classroom book. The book is celebrated and shared by all. 
Katie Barber 
Footprints on the Sands of Time 
This lesson uses music and poetry to get the students thinking and writing on a 
deeper level. The lesson begins with the class listening to Bob Dylan's "Let Me Die in 
My Footsteps." Then they discuss the meaning of the song. Next, the students read "A 
Psalm of Life" by Henry Wadsworth Longfellow. The class discusses the meaning of 
this poem as well. Once they have discovered a common theme (live life to the fullest 
and leave your mark), students are instructed to write a poem about how they want to be 
remembered, either when they leave school or when they leave this world. Students must 
take their poems through the writing process. Then they trace and cut out their footprints 
from construction paper. They write the final draft of their poem on their footprints. 







Equal Sign and Synecdoche: Expressing Self through Definition Writing 
Equal Sign and Synecdoche: Expressing Self through Definition Writing focuses on 
development of student ability to express thoughts objectively and subjectively through 
definition of self. This lesson is developed to be used with a curriculum that teaches the 
modes or patterns of development: narrative, descriptive, process, exemplification, 
comparison/contrast, cause and effect, and argumentation. The extended definition essay 
easily incorporates the use of other essay patterns for a more comprehensive treatment of 
the topic. Critical thinking plays a crucial part in this activity. Using movie clips from 
recent movies (What Dreams May Come and You've Got Mail) that include both fun and 
more serious ruminations about a "defining sense of self' gives the student a visual to 
begin the thinking process. Then, participants progress toward broader, deeper, and more 
thoughtful ideas of essential "selfness." Lessons compare the equal sign, forms of the 
verb "to be," synecdoche, and metaphor to express definition, and students develop a 
stronger and broader-based vocabulary for self-definition. 
Donna Coleman 
Persuasive Advertisements 
Persuasive Advertisements introduces persuasive writing to students. The idea is 
to get students to understand the power of persuasion. Students begin by studying 
magazine advertisements and noting four main components: an attention getter, the name 
of the product being advertised, a picture of the product being advertised, and a brief 
description of the product being advertised. Once students make this connection, they 
compose their own advertisement of a product they create. Students then compose a 
persuasive paragraph about their product as a radio advertisement. Students present their 
advertisement and paragraph to the class. As an extension to this activity, students create 
an actual product which they will advertise and present to the class. 
Lisa Fine1ty 
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Summoning Student Artistry: 
Revealing the Magic Burgeoning Behind the Scenes 
This demonstration centers on opening the minds of students to the point where 
they realize they can write anything they want, especially poetry. Every child, regardless 
of age, has a unique mind and imagination. It is the job of teachers to help the students 
cultivate these tools to the point where students may use them as they please, especially 
in their writing. The students begin with a warm-up exercise both for the body and for the 
mind. Using movements with hands and feet to create sounds, they make the sounds of a 
storm. Students look at striking images and ink blots for a time. When the images are 
removed, the students describe what they still see in their heads. The sensory imagery 
options are endless in this exercise and throughout the demo. Students watch a clip from 
the movie Dead Poet's Society and learn firsthand what they will be doing as part of this 
activity and what other students do in the same situations. Students create statements 
about how they feel they are viewed, as well as how they view themselves, and they stick 
them in fortune cookies to be read aloud. Students will sit in awe at what they thought 
they knew about others, versus what is actually written. The favorite pastime of "Show 
and Tell" is brought back to the classroom, and older students share with others .items that 
have special meaning to them. The other students, in the meantime, take notes on the 
stories told by the presenters and create notes based on catchy words and phrases. The 
demonstration ends with students rewriting the middle of Rupert Brooke's poem "The 
Great Lover." 
Steve Haslam 
Strong Verbs with Legends and Spanish Poetry 
Strong Verbs with Legends and Spanish Poehy focuses on teaching Spanish with 
literature and writing as a way to increase students' vocabulary, and improve their writing 
skills. First, the class reads "Mis Ojos Hinchados" by Alurista, and analyzes the verbs 
used, noting the descriptiveness of each verb. Then, each person writes down a list of 
descriptive verbs from the poem or their own imaginations. After, the students share 
some of the verbs, they get into groups and discuss and share different legends with 
which they are familiar. When this is finished, they watch a PowerPoint presentation on 
"La Llorona," a Mexican legend, and read the story "La Llorona;" told by Joe Hayes. 
Students are to pay attention to different descriptive verbs used throughout the story. As 
the culminating point of the lesson, the students use their list of descriptive verbs to write 
their own legends and share them with the class. In a Spanish classroom, students write 
in Spanish or translate twenty-five words with which they are not familiar. 
Kimberly Kuzmic 
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Using Verbs to Make Boring Writing Exciting 
In this demonstration, several methods of instruction introduce students to the 
concept of using descriptive verbs in their writings. Students need to understand that 
their verb choices should be just as descriptive as their adjectives and adverbs. They lose 
sight of this in their writing because they depend on adjectives and adverbs to appeal to 
their audiences. At the beginning of the demonstration, students recite a quick verb 
poem, and inserting their own verb choice, they demonstrate the action of the verb. This 
has students up and moving, which aids in their retention of the subject. The students 
then play a game that is a rendition of the classic game Scattegories, but instead of 
providing nouns, they provide verbs. Using the various verbs discussed during the game, 
the students make verb dictionaries. They make books from construction paper and 
computer paper, and cut scenes from magazines to paste inside their books. In the final 
activity, students paiticipate in an activity in which they describe the classroom in writing 
as boring as possible, using their "boring" verbs. These verbs are recognized as linking 
verbs. As a class, the students make revisions using a graphic organizer. 
Charissa Lambert 
"Adagio:" Attaching Images and Words to Music 
This demonstration focuses on strategies to help students attach words to images that 
are evoked through music. As students listen to an audio of Samuel Barber's "Adagio for 
Strings," they make a list of images brought to mind. After a class discussion, students 
select one image and create a painting that represents their interpretation of the music. 
Next, students use the writing process to compose a poem or nan-ative based on personal 
understanding of the painting and music. Finally, students share their end products. The 
entire lesson may take place over a period of three to five days' class sessions. Using 
music, art, writing, and speaking, the instructor is able to include multi-modes of 
communication and expression that enhance student comprehension. 
Lisa Light 
Writing with a Sense of Audience Using William Faulkner's "A Rose for Emily" 
Writing with a Sense of Audience Using William Faulkner's "A Rose for Emily" 
is a teaching lesson that helps students better comprehend how to use tone, purpose, and 
audience in their writing. Before beginning the lesson, students must first read 
Faulkner's classic Southern gothic tale. The students then use the gruesome tale, which 
is full of mystery and speculation, to write mock journal articles. These articles are 
designed to target different audiences, hence, giving students a chance to experience 
firsthand the importance of using audience in their personal writing. The instructor 
explains the reasons why audience, tone, and purpose are so useful in the writing 
classroom. He or she may also show students examples of writing that are all based on 
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the same subjects, but written for different readers. The class forms into four writing 
category groups: a trashy tabloid, an entertainment magazine, a local newspaper, and a 
group of novelists. The instructor explains how these print media are each designed to 
target a very specific group ofreaders. He may bring in real-life examples from each of 
these different genres and show the class how the same story is often twisted so that a 
specific audience can relate to it. Next, the groups pretend to be journalists covering the 
breaking news of Emily Grierson's death. Individuals within the newspaper and 
magazine groups compose their own articles based loosely around Faulkner's text. These 
articles are to be written in a way that emulates the style of each group's appointed print 
media. The mock novelists write a summary based on their new Grierson-inspired novel. 
These summaries will emulate those typically found on mystery novel jacket covers. 
After the writing portion of this assignment, which could take place over one to two class 
periods, each group designs a cover for its individual newspaper, magazine, or book. The 
students then present their cover pages and articles. They will be able to see firsthand 
how audience can influence writing, even though they will all be writing on the same 
subject. With a few modifications, this activity is appropriate for any classroom or any 
subject. It is a surefire way to get students to understand the importance of audience, all 
while having a good time. 
Mica Mecham 
Bag a Buffalo 
This demonstration focuses on writing across the curriculum. According to Newkirk 
in his book, To Compose: Teaching Writing in High School and College, teaching writing 
in the context of other subjects is more relevant and has more meaning than writing in 
isolation. Writing, in this activity, is in response to instruction about the Plains Indians 
and the culture that utilized and even worshiped the buffalo. After viewing a video on 
the plight of the Plains Indians and studying how the Plains Indians used buffalo hides, 
students emulate the tanning process of the buffalo hide using a brown grocery bag and 
crayons. Then from their "hide," they create a cover for their journals. One idea for using 
this journal is to keep a daily log of their own activities of the day. The students, at the 
conclusion of the school year, will write summaries of their most outstanding and 
memorable moments. The new students coming up will receive these summaries as an 
overview of what to expect during the upcoming year. 
Susan Ross 
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Teaching the Memoir: The Diary of Anne Frank-Attaching Images and Emotion 
to the Novel 
This demonstration focuses on ways to brainstorm ideas using graphic organizers. 
The graphic organizers are then used to scaffold a personal reflection and create before, 
during and after reading strategies to elicit reading comprehension and connection to the 
text. Students listen to a song, which evokes sensory images. They think of six events 
that were defining moments from their lives and list them on a graphic organizer. 
Students then choose one of the events from their life and write it in the center of another 
graphic organizer. Students read passages from The Diary of Anne Frank to understand 
how to create a personal response from life experience. They watch a video with music 
and visual images to elicit more emotional response. To add a technology component, 
students then use www.djhspantherlit.wikispaces.com to write a personal journal entry 
using the graphic organizer information as their outline. Before reading, students practice 
visualizing and predicting outcomes. After reading, students take time for writing, 
reflection and discussion. This entire activity takes place over a period of six weeks as the 
novel is being read. The culmination is the completion of an online journal, which is 
comprised of personal reflections recorded by the students. It also serves as a means for 
students to engage in active, rather than passive, reading and reflection. This strategy 
easily adapts to most content areas, topics and grade levels. 
Kathy Shelton 
Let's Talk about Me! 
Taking the Blah Ont of Biographies and Other Expository Writing 
Many students and teachers dislike the various modes of expository writing. This 
demonstration provides teachers with an array of engaging classroom activities and 
projects that focus on expository writing, particularly biographical writing. Most of the 
lessons are interdisciplinary and may be adapted for any grade level. For example, the 
"Me Quilt," "Rap Song," and "Bio in a Bag" could be used in an English, science, or 
history classroom. The closing activity is a "Life Graph" assignment in which students 
detail their lives on a line graph based on the positive or negative effects on their lives. 
Melissa Shields 
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Close Your Eyes: Creative Writing Using Imagery 
Close Your Eyes: Creative Writing Using Imagery is a lesson to inspire students 
to think creatively. The lesson begins with an introduction of what imagery is and how it 
appeals to the senses. The students view two paintings to help them discuss imagery and 
sensory details. The first painting is Endangered Species by Rafael Lopez and the second 
is Swallow of the Suburbs by Rene Magritte. Observing these images allows students to 
imagine themselves being in the pictures and evokes concrete images. In the next step of 
the demonstration, a student volunteer acts as the eyes for the rest of the class by 
describing six items in a box using sensory description. The student is encouraged to use 
imagery and is given guidelines to follow prior to the game. Afterward, the students are 
put into small groups and must reach a consensus on the identity of the six items. Then, 
each group writes a short poem using imagery. The groups share the poems with the 
class and then the volunteer reveals the items. The final part of the demonstration is the 
"Pass-Back Stories." Each student begins a story based on a writing prompt and then 
passes the story to a classmate who will complete it. This is an entertaining way to 
convince students to write creatively and easily adapts to any grade level or content area. 
Holly Sutherland 
Anne Bradstreet and Her Quilt 
Anne Bradstreet and Her Quilt focuses on Bradstreet's poem "Upon the 
Burning of our House" as a bridge to a significant writing assignment. In a high 
school classroom, the class reads the poem and discusses it by evaluating meaning, 
analyzing literary and poetic techniques, and delving into the vocabulary. Pretending 
that Bradstreet saved a quilt when her house burned and possibly elaborating with a 
dramatization, the presenter shows a real quilt and explains from where each fabric 
came or how each of the fabrics was used previously. A simple PowerPoint slide 
show, set in kiosk mode, highlights sample quilts and quilt blocks to help trigger the 
imagination of the students. Students then use 12"xl2" paper, construction paper, 
colorful printed papers from scrap booking or wrapping paper scraps, templates, 
scissors, and glue to construct a quilt block using patterns provided. Each student 
writes an imaginative piece such as a poem, narrative, diary, or interview explaining 
the source of each paper "fabric." As each student reads his work orally, the 
accompanying quilt block is displayed. Twenty or more quilt squares can be put 
together to form a sampler quilt as a bulletin board. In addition, throughout the 
lesson, opportunities abound for interjection of facts about the history, culture, and 







The fluid drips and her veins are ruptured 
Bruises on a body that once plowed a garden 
Washed clothes on a washboard 
Supper was cooked all before six in the morning 
She was fifteen when she lost her mother 
Who died giving birth 
Left then to raise eight brothers and sisters 
Potato sacks for clothes 
Losing two brothers at war 
Still wondering why one never returned home 
Her fingers are crippled with arthritis 
She has worked her whole life 
Quite school in the eighth grade to help with the farm 
Shucking corn and frying potatoes 
Walking into a house without any air 
Only box fans to keep cool 
Heated bricks to keep warm 
Sunday dinners 
"Tomaters," "okry", and anything fried 
Alabama football and Braves baseball 
A democratic President 
A Bible by the nightstand 
A walker to help her get from place to place 
Handicapped from a botched shoulder surgery 
Learning to go right along using the other one 
Lying in this hospital bed, she looks helpless 
Her heart monitor tells a story of eighty-five years 
She lost her husband when she was fifty-four years old 
She has lived alone ever since 
Full of wisdom 
Lessons from the ol' days 
Would not give up her right to drive her car 
Would get a switch to you in a minute 
$10.00 birthday checks 
Reminding you each Sunday 
"Church is where you need to be" 
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Breathing steady 
Taking it in slowly 
Oxygen is not as free as it used to be 
One-step at a time 
Going home 






Like the back ofmy hand 
Knowing you, as if! know myself 
Sensitive, yet strong 
Butterfly wings 
Using all of my strength to build your character 
Wanting so for your life to be perfect 
Realizing instantly it is a delusion 
Tears only form in the comer of your eyes 
They would never make it down your flawless face 
The sun streaks in your chestnut hair 
The golden speck in your trusting eye 
Counting stars with you 
Loving me more than all of them in the absent sky 
Tiny fingers and tiny toes 
Grow into a ballet dancer 
A hungry laugh 
A thirst for life 
Looking at you 
Looking at me 
Barber 23 
My Princess 
Once upon a time 
There was a princess like no other 
She wore a pink boa and sunglasses 
She was simply glamorous 
Sparkling green eyes with a fleck of gold in the right one 
A mole on the tip of her nose 
Skin the color of an Indian 
A grace about her, such elegance 
Yet playful and joyful 
Always carrying around a stuffed animal 
Having a name for each one of them 
Always giving to those in need 
Generous and forgiving of others 
Wanting to please the world 
Desires all types of jewelry 
Possesses a heart of gold 
Would never kiss a frog 
Welcomes a wet slurp from a puppy 
A laugh that is contagious 
One that is deep within in her soul 
Who loved sweet potatoes as a baby 
Now, it is corn on the cob 
Learned how to read quickly 
Has a true passion for a good chapter book 
It was an "ebra" because she could not pronounce the "z" 
Now, it is all about sharks 
Nonstop imaginary games with her grandfather Dumpy 
Junkin' around with her grandmother Bobba 
Dreamed of her prince named Colby 
Met him in Kindergarten 
Wants a cell phone at seven 
Dances to beautiful music 
Finally got her ears pierced 
Crooked teeth as she awaits patiently for the tooth fairy 
A smile that comes so naturally 
Loves popsicles of all flavors 
Has a hamster named Mr. Giggles, a dog named Eli 
Terrified of the dark 
But will conquer any Ferris wheel or roller coaster 
Never forgets to say, "I love you" 
Always apologetic and tender 
Plans everyone's birthday party 
Will celebrate all holidays to the fullest 
Sleeps in a high poster bed 
Barber 24 
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Next to me, twisting my hair 
A waiting a bedtime story 
Keeps me grounded 
Is my oxygen as I breathe 
Loves me unconditionally 
Always ready to "snug-a-bug" 
Awakes with a new beginning 
Reminding me each day of how lucky I am 
Wishing for ... A Happily Ever After 
Barber 25 
September 11, 2002 
A Prayer for A Broken Heart 
Today is a selfish day. 
I am sitting here mourning the loss of someone who is still Alive, 
While the entire world has reasons to truly grieve. 
I find the date unusual as I ramble. 
However, this is my prayer: 
That letting go will soon heal with the passing of time. 
My visions of a home, family, and a place to raise my daughter are embodied in a single 
mother. 
I know there is no cure for this ailment. 
No band-aid is large enough to hide this wound. 
Scars outlining my soul. 
You cannot bottle up this prescription. 
Time is the only remedy. 
I pray that I have the strength to be alone on the days I need a presence. 
I pray that the flutter in my stomach goes away each time I have to drop our daughter off 
for the weekend. 
No one told me that my maniage would end up in divorce. 
What a nasty word. 
I pray that people no longer "bless my heart." 
I pray that this void is one day fulfilled with love and laughter. 
May you no longer define me. 
I pray that one day you understand the depths of your betrayal. 
A moment of truth. 
I pray for peace within my soul. 











These I have loved: 
A funky jam that makes my body move involuntarily 
The scent of grilled cheese sandwiches in the lot after a tiring show 
The pride and exhaustion I feel when I complete a home improvement project 
The nurturing instincts I feel when a student needs 
me 
The soft fur of my Disco when she snuggles up next to me 
The giant paws of my Hendrix when he shakes-over and over 
The squishy rolls on my baby niece's arms and legs 
The squeal she squeals with her gummy smile 
The butterflies that invade my stomach when my husband looks at me 
The smell of his old hemp necklace when I lay my head on his shoulder 
These I have loved and will continue to cherish 
Box 27 
You Had Me at "Shut up" 
My senior year in college, I worked at Cooter Brown's Rib Shack, a local 
college hangout with the best ribs in Alabama. I was the worst waitress - I always 
messed up drinks, forgot to check on people, or failed to put in orders. I'm pretty 
sure the people who tipped me were doing so out of pity. 
During the summer of 2001, the owners hired a new cook. He was tall with 
lots of brown hair sticking out from under a backwards baseball cap. His beard was 
almost as big as his hair. He wore old blue jeans and a faded Phish t-shirt. 
One busy night while the new cook was working, I was being my usual 
forgetful self. I was constantly back in the kitchen asking for a last-minute salad 
someone decided they wanted, or extra sauce I had forgotten to ring up, or another 
basket of wings because I had keyed in hot when the customer actually wanted mild 
sauce. The new guy never said a word. He just handed me whatever I needed and 
went about his work, never really looking up at me. Toward the end of the night, I 
had a customer who said he had asked for a baked potato, but, surprisingly enough, I 
had served him baked beans (my mistake again, I was sure.) I scurried back into the 
kitchen to ask the new guy, yet again, to fix my mistake. 
"I need a baked potato," I announced. "This guy out there swears he ordered 
a baked potato instead of baked beans, but I'm pretty sure he said baked beans, or 
maybe he did say baked potato and I just heard ... " 
"Shut up," the new cook said, with a sort of halflaugh. 
Box 28 
I just stopped, startled. He hadn't yelled it or used a harsh tone. He just 
simply told me to shut up. 
He handed me the baked potato, this time looking me directly in the eyes. As 
soon as he made eye contact, my stomach jumped up into my throat. I felt as ifhe 
were looking through my eyes straight into soul. I had never had that experience 
before, and I was intrigued. For the rest of the night, whenever I went back into the 
kitchen, he looked me in the eyes, causing the same stomach-fluttering reaction. I 
was hooked. 
"I think I have met the man I'm going to marry," I told my roommate when I 
got home. 
Five years later, the new cook and I were married at a chapel in the woods by 
a lake. While we were performing our vows, my soon-to-be-husband looked me in 
the eyes and my stomach, again, jumped up into my throat. I thought back to that day 
in the kitchen at Cooter Brown's Rib Shack and realized-he had me at "shut up." 
Box 29 
I i 
The Adventures of Disco and Hendrix: Hendrix Learns the Rules 
Disco, a five-year-old bassett hound, was an only dog. She called her human 
parents Mommy and Daddy because they loved her so much, and she loved them so 
much, too. One day, they brought home a new puppy named Hendrix. They called 
him a golden retriever. To Disco, he just looked like a furry, yellow pest. 
At first, Hendrix was skinny and dirty, and he had fleas, but Mommy and 
Daddy cleaned him up, got rid of the fleas, and brought him into the house to live 
with them and Disco. 
Disco was instantly annoyed by the puppy, with his constant licking and 
playing and whining, but she decided she would teach Hendrix the ways of the house. 
"This is where we eat," she told him, showing him the spot where there were 
four bowls, two with food and two with water. "This is my food, and that is yours. 
Mommy and Daddy feed us twice a day. We can share the water, but never eat from 
my bowl." 
Hendrix did not listen. Each time the food was poured, Hendrix ran to 
Disco's bowl and started eating. Disco was very patient and continued to try to teach 
him. 
"When you have to go to the bathroom, you go stand by the door and whine. 
Mommy or Daddy will open the door, and you can go use the bathroom outside in the 
back yard," Disco explained. "It is fenced, so it is safe for us to run freely out there." 
Hendrix listened to his older sister; however each day, Hendrix would use the 
bathroom on the living room rug. 
Box 30 
Disco remained hopeful that the puppy would learn to follow the rules. 
"This means we are going for a walk," Disco told Hendrix one day when 
Mommy and Daddy were attaching leashes to their collars. "You have to walk with 
Mommy and Daddy, and if you feel them pull on the leash, that means stop." 
"I'm tired of this!" Hendrix snapped. "Why do I have to do everything 
according to Mommy and Daddy? Eat when they want me to, use the bathroom 
where they tell me, now walk when they tell me?" 
"Because Mommy and Daddy know what is best for us," Disco explained. 
"The rules are for our protection." 
"I don't need anyone to protect me," Hendrix declared. "I am big enough to 
protect myself! I am already as big as you!" Disco just rolled her eyes. 
Mommy opened the front door, and Disco trotted out. Hendrix shot out, 
pulling Daddy behind him. Within seconds, Hendrix had squirmed out of his collar. 
He stood staring back at Mommy, Daddy, and Disco for a split second, then he took 
off running in the opposite direction. 
He ran out into the street. "Errrrrrrrr!" Hendrix heard a screeching sound and 
looked up into the grill ofa big, black truck. "Get out of the road!" shouted the large, 
bearded driver. Hendrix regained his balance and ran to the other side of the street. 
He ran through the woods until he came to a clearing, and he stopped. He 
turned around, panting. No one had followed him. 
"I'm free," he thought. "Now I can live how I want to. I can go where I want, 
I can eat when I want...eat ... I'm hungry." Hendrix began to look around. There 
were no food bowls in the woods. He grabbed a leaf in his teeth and started to crunch 
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it. "Yuck!" he exclaimed, spitting it out. He walked around a bit and came upon 
some bright red berries. Hendrix carefully tasted them, and they were good. He ate 
all he could find of the berries. Then he wandered on to see what he could get into. 
A while later, the sun started to set, and Hendrix was still in the woods. He 
began to hear strange noises. There was howling in distance. There was rustling in 
the leaves. He was certain the birds were planning an attack on him because he felt 
that they were all following him, flying from tree to tree as he moved. To make 
matters worse, Hendrix had begun having a terrible pain in his stomach, and it was 
making all kinds of noise. 
As it grew darker outside, Hendrix longed for the safety of Mommy and 
Daddy's house. He wished Disco were there to tell him the right thing to do. He 
really wished he had not eaten those berries. 
Just as he was thinking thoughts of safety, Hendrix heard a rustling in the 
leaves, closer than any rustling he had heard so far. He ran and huddled under some 
brush. He really wished his stomach were not making such sounds; that made it 
extremely difficult to hide. He sat very still and closed his eyes tightly. The sound 
got closer and closer. He heard the rustling getting nearer, and he could hear that 
whatever it was, was sniffing him out! He was doomed! The creature got closer and 
closer. "It's going to eat me," Hendrix thought. "It's going to attack me and eat me 
because I'm out here where I am not supposed to be. Boy, I wish I had listened to 
Mommy and Daddy and Disco!" · 
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Hendrix held his breath and kept his eyes shut tightly. He heard the rustling 
and sniffing just a few feet away, getting closer ... and closer ... and then there was a 
wet nose sniffing his head. He popped open one eye, then the other. It was Disco! 
"Aurrrrr!" She let out a long, deep bark. Within seconds, Mommy and 
Daddy were there, too. 
"Hendrix, we have been looking for you everywhere!" Mommy said, as she 
bent down to pick him up. Hendrix leaped into her arms, licking her face. 
As they walked home, Hendrix stuck close to Disco. "Thanks for finding 
me," he muttered to his sister. 
rules?" 
"You're welcome," Disco replied. "Now do you understand why we have the 
"Yes," Hendrix sighed. "I promise from now on, I will follow all the rules!" 
Disco stopped and looked at him. 
"Well," Hendrix said, "at least, I'll TRY!" 
They both chuckled and continued toward home---on their leashes, led by 























Dear Shakespeare: Epistolary Writing in the College First-Year Writing Program 
Teaching the essay to students who rarely, if ever, read anything, much less 
nonfiction essays, makes this instructor wish to run for the nearest Lowe's or Express 
Oil Change and fill out an application for employment. It's not that I do not love 
teaching; I do. I especially enjoy the learning process, and I enjoy watching the look 
on the faces of those few students who "get it." 
However, the fact remains that those faces who get it are being replaced by 
heads with earphones in the ears or behind them, or the heads have a fixed stare that 
lets me know I am less than a priority to the person behind the "affective flattening,*" 
as more advanced technology replaces the printed text. How can I compete with 
virtually undetectable virtual memory and space, movement, and music? These 
students are virtually in touch, if that makes any sense. 
Last semester, in a desperate attempt to present poetry in a positive light to 
more or less umesponsive and disinterested English 102 class, I suggested they write 
a letter to the poet of their choice (choices based on those we had read for class). The 
list included numerous poets, from Shakespeare to Billy Collins, from Anne 
Bradstreet to Rita Dove. Their initial letter was in response to one poem. As the unit 
progressed, they expanded their original letter into an epistolary essay, which 
included informing the poet of one or more literary criticisms on the chosen poem, 
plus a comparison or contrast with another poet's poetic style. Finally, I gave them 
four quotations about poetry that could be used as a "hook" to introduce and/or 






Amazed doesn't adequately describe my reaction to their final papers. They 
were expressive and impressive. All seventeen of the essays-yes, they all turned in 
this assignment, on time-afforded me a good read, which means I was entertained, 
informed, and persuaded by the writing. There were no failing grades in the bunch. I 
was on to something. 
Something in this process of personally communicating with the author had 
hit an "on" button in the minds of these college-age students. They responded to their 
chosen poet appropriately, with suggestions as to the poem's symbolism, theme, 
poetic devices, literal and connoted meaning, etc. These elements of poetry have 
eluded many students in the past, with one or two, three at the most, from any class 
understanding or caring about this part of class discussion, not to mention writing it 
all down. William Zinsser explains this phenomenon in a section of his book. Writing 
to Learn. In the chapter entitled "Writing Mathematics," he notes that "students often 
find it easier to write about their work when they're writing to a specific person" 
(154). 
Epistolary writing, writing in the form of a letter, has been around for 
centuries. Some of the earliest forms of writing take the f01m of a letter written from 
one person to another or one person to a group. The apostle Paul, writing in the first 
century A.D., wrote various epistles to churches around the then known world, some 
of which are included in the New Testament of the Holy Bible. Even before that, 
Cicero wrote copious letters to his friends "written out of the mood of the moment, 
with no thought of the possibility of publication; and in these the style is 
comparatively relaxed and colloquial" (Halsall). Other letters Cicero addressed to 
public officials concerning political issues. These were "practically of the same nature 
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l I as his speeches, discussions of political questions intended to influence public 
opinion ... closely analogous to that fulfilled at the present day by articles in the great 
reviews, or editorials in prominent journals" (Halsall). 
Hundreds of years later, John and Abigail Adams wrote letters that have 
become a journalistic account of the forming of a new nation, the United States. The 
Romantic period fostered a great number of writers who wrote private and public 
letters. Samuel Taylor Coleridge and William Wordsworth wrote many letters that 
included poetry and literary comments. From a book entitled Guide to Good 
Manners, published in 1847, we read the following excerpt: "Letters should be easy 
and natural, and convey to the persons to whom we send them, just what we would 
say to those persons if we were present with them" (Stowe). I heard student 
comments that expressed this remark during their in-class group discussions. They 
began to think of the poems as something written by a real human being, living in a 
real place in a real world, rather than a group of vague words in a heavy textbook. 
Nathaniel Hawthorne's extensive letter collection includes many specimens in which 
he reflects on written correspondence as a literary form. Like Emily Dickinson's 
letters, his is a long-term collection which amounts to an extended self-portrait. The 
fact that these writers wrote their opinions of writing in letter form supports the use of 
the epistolary essay format. 
My recent experience supports the use of epistolary essays when teaching 
poetry and writing about poetry to first year college students. The experience of 
addressing the actual poet and engaging in conversation with an actual person adds a 
personal dimension to the thought process. The student identifies with the humanness 
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there will be no response, they comment that this exercise helps them to see poets as 
human beings, people expressing themselves in sometimes obscure and abstract 
language, just as we do today. 
In a letter format, the student can avoid what Peter Elbow refers to in Writing 
With Power as "swimming against the stream of natural communication" (219). 
Normally, writing in a college course involves writing (by the student) about a subject 
only recently learned for someone (the teacher) who knows more about the subject. 
However, the natural flow of communication involves speaking or writing about 
something we know to someone else who is interested in the subject, but knows less. 
College students, en masse, are not very interested in writing about or reading poetry, 
but they are interested in their own opinions. The letter-writing process lets them take 
authority over the information and present it to the poet as though the poet has no 
other information than the written poetry. The issues of audience and motive are 
resolved within the assignment. Students are not so wonied about the teacher as 
audience or concerned about having to choose an audience. The assignment 
designates one writer to one reader. The motive is to question the poet while 
suggesting possible answers, somewhat in the form of a journalist's interview, then 
present information that the writer of the poem might not know. The student is 
therefore allowed to use an authoritative voice, while seeking more information from 
that particular poet. I suggest they choose poets that have been dead for at least fifty 
years. That way, they are certainly informing the "dead poet" concerning other poets 
and criticisms that have been written. 
Because the technique tends toward the informal and the intimate, it could be 
interpreted as too casual for academic discourse. Peter Elbow and Michel Montaigne 
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I : would disagree. In Montaigne's Essays, we find informal, personal information 
presented casually, particularly in the introduction and conclusion. His essays are 
littered with "I" at the beginning and the end, with a tapering to the objective in the 
body. Elbow defends the subjectivity of self-expression in a fragment from Everyone 
Can Write. He writes, "Personal expressive writing happens to be one among many 
registers of discourses we can use for academic duty. Because personal writing 
invites feeling does not mean that it leaves out thinking; and because it invites 
attention to the self does not mean that it leaves out other people and the social 
connection" (318). 
I agree with Elbow and Montaigne. There is nothing about academic discourse 
requirements that excludes self-expression, some informality, and intimacy. 
Epistolary writing, to be effective, does require critical thinking, expression of 
information while maintaining reader interest, and careful revision, and these 
elements of writing are a part of the writing process anyway. So why not embrace this 
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Sticky, slippery, sugary 
Taste in my mouth, on my hands 
And dripping from my elbows 
I stand over the sink 
And eat my peach. 
The sensation is so powerful 
I try to lick my elbows 
Was this ever possible? 
The mingling of salt, sweat, and sugary peach 
Charge back and attack sense and sensibility 
(Taste is up close and personal-subjective) 
Ifl lie on my back 
And hold the peach over my mouth 
And all this sweetness is contained. 
"Waste not, want not," 
I can hear my mother say 
Suddenly, lung capacity less 
Like a short female at sea level 
Sputtering, choking, coughing 
The quick phone call, a hug from a stranger 
A few liters of air--breath! 









My First Year 
My first year of teaching has ended, and I am enjoying the wonderful summer. 
As I reflect on the previous school year, I am overwhelmed with feelings. I am relieved 
and proud that I made it through my first year. I am curious about how the students will 
handle life. I miss them already, yet I am anxious to start all over. My first year was 
both incredible and memorable, and I look forward to many more. 
My first feeling is relief that it is finally over. The year passed by rather quickly, 
yet inched along like a sloth. I dealt with difficult parents and troublesome children, 
attended several parent-teacher-principal meetings, referred students to BBSST, and gave 
SA T's this year. I have always been told that the first year is the most difficult, which is 
part of the relief that I feel as I look back. 
The second feeling is pride. I am so proud of myself for the hard work I have put 
in over many years to reach this stage in my life. I began several journeys last year and 
am pleased with each outcome. I am proud that I made it through one year without the 
fear of returning. I am proud that I will not be a statistic by ducking out after one year. I 
am proud that I handled myself professionally during all of the hardships and new 
relationships. I am proud that I prepared each of my students for a journey beyond my 
classroom. I am proud of my students for working hard and being promoted to the next 
grade. I am proud that I had a successful year. 
Looking back, I also feel curious. I am curious about how each of the students 
from my class this year will do in fifth grade. I wonder who will succeed and who will 
choose the rough road. I am curious to see who will stay in Pell City and raise their 
family through the schools they attended as children. I am curious to see who makes it 
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big. Will it be the girl whose parents were focused more on her singing and dancing than 
school work? Will it be the class clown having his own sitcom on NBC? Perhaps it will 
be the quiet mathematician who made nothing less than a 95% all year. I am curious to 
see ifl made an impact on them. Will I remember them in twenty years? Will they 
remember me? 
I am also going to miss those twenty-one students I had this year. They were my 
first class and will always be in my heart. I am going to miss seeing them each day and 
molding them into little adults. I am going to miss them next year when they misbehave 
and I will wonder if they would be acting up if they were still in my class. I am going to 
miss their quirks, their constant talking, and the hugs and pictures that they gave away so 
freely. I am going to miss those children. 
Finally, I am anxious. I am anxious to see my roster for next year and to know 
when I can actually put a face with each name. I am anxious to see how my opinions of 
them compare with the opinions oflast year's teachers. I am anxious to see how I handle 
these "third graders" compared to the "fifth graders" who just left me. I am anxious to 
see how my teaching changes due to having different persons and experiences from last 
year. I am anxious to know these kids as I know the ones from my previous class and to 
feel about them as I feel about my former students. I am anxious to reflect on my second 
year of teaching. 
I am overwhelmed with feelings when I think about my first year as a teacher. I 
remember more than I expected about the students and especially the parents. I find 
myself thinking of them during my daily routines. I think about the smell of their daily 




their summer plans and the summer reading lists for next year. I remember so much 
about these kids, yet I do not remember how to start all over. 
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The Art Show 
Characters: 
Maggie - Jen Tomlin, a young artist striving to succeed 
Scottie Dye, a shy boy who has a slight crush on Maggie-Jen 
Jamal Hershing, a sarcastic young man who has a good heart 
Elizabeth Bradley, Maggie-Jen's spunky best friend 
Ms. Hightower, intimidating art teacher 
Background Voice 
Mallorie Seymore, winner at the aii show 
Cleveland Lawrence, winner at the art show 
Setting: 







(Maggie- Jen, Scottie, Jamal, and Elizabeth are sitting in a group in Ms. Hightower's art 
class.) 
Maggie-Jen: Is it really good enough y'all? 
Elizabeth: Of course it is, Maggie. You're the best artist I know! 
Jamal: Maggie, you know it's good enough. You just want someone to give you a 
compliment. 
Scottie: Jamal, that was unnecessary. You know how Maggie-Jen feels about her art. 
She never sees what we see when we look at it. 
Maggie-Jen: No, it's okay, Scottie. I know I ask for reassurance a lot. I'm sure y'all 
are sick of hearing it. I'll try to do better. 
(Ms. Hightower approaches the students.) 
Ms. Hightower: Students, what is going on back here? 
Elizabeth: Oh, Jamal was just criticizing Maggie-Jen's painting. He always criticizes 
Maggie-Jen's paintings. 
Jamal: (mumbling) Talk about being unnecessary. 
Ms. Hightower: Is this true, Jamal? 
Maggie-Jen: Don't worry about it Ms. Hightower. Jamal is just tired of me asking if 
they like my paintings all the time. 
Ms. Hightower: Oh, I see. Maggie-Jen, could you please see me after class? 
Maggie-Jen: Yes, ma'am. 
(Maggie nods her head and Ms. Hightower walks away.) 
Scottie: Now, look what you've done, Jamal! Somehow you've gotten Maggie-Jen in 
trouble! 
Elizabeth: Scottie, I'm sure Maggie isn't in trouble. Maggie never gets in trouble! 
(Maggie-Jen looks concerned as she sits quietly admiring her work. The others are 







(Maggie-Jen stays seated as eve1yone exits the room. Then, she approaches Ms. 
Hightower's desk.) 
Maggie-Jen: You wanted to see me, Ms. Hightower? 
Ms. Hightower: Yes, Maggie. Have a seat. (motions to a chair next to her desk) 
Maggie-Jen, I have noticed that you've lost your confidence, and I'm concerned that you 
may not be expressing your best effort in your work. 
Maggie-Jen: What do you mean by that, Ms. Hightower? 
Ms. Hightower: What I mean, is that the painting you have been working on is not your 
best work. If you want to enter the county art show, you're going to have to do 
something different. 




(Maggie-Jen and Scottie are walking home.) 
Scottie: What did Ms. Hightower have to say to you today? 
Maggie-Jen: Oh, it was nothing important. I wasn't in trouble or anything. 
Scottie: So did she tell you to smack Jamal the next time he criticizes your work? 
Maggie-Jen: Scottie, I've already asked you to drop it. Please don't bring that up again. 
I'm sure I was just being insecure and got on his nerves a little. 
Scottie: Maggie-Jen, you have nothing to be insecure about. 
Maggie-Jen: Tell that to Ms. Hightower. (looking away from Scottie) 
Scottie: What do you mean, Maggie-Jen? Did that witch say something ugly about your 
painting? 
Maggie-Jen: Let's just drop it, Scottie. I don't want to talk about it. 






(Maggie-Jen sits alone at her desk in her bedroom. She looks at her painting, 
disappointed.) 
Maggie-Jen: I guess Jamal was right. I really did just want a compliment. I really 
thought that this was going to be ii. I thought that I could at least place in the county 
show. 
(Gets up fi'om her seat crumbling her painting).I guess Ms. Hightower really knows what 
she's talking about. She is the art teacher. I guess I'm not cut out for the county show. 
(Maggie-Jen throws away her painting.) 
SCENE FIVE: 
(Maggie - Jen, Scottie, Jamal, and Elizabeth are back in Ms. Hightower 's art class 
working hard on their paintings.) 
Scottie: That witch said something mean about Maggie-Jen's painting. 
Maggie-Jen: Scottie! What did I tell you about that? 
Scottie: I'm sorry Maggie-Jen, but your painting was the best in the class! That witch 
had no right to criticize you like that! 
Maggie-Jen: Scottie, her name is Ms. Hightower, and how do you know what she said 
to me? I never told you! 
Elizabeth: Maggie, what happened? 
Maggie-Jen: I don't want to talk about it! 
Jamal: Guys! Y'all stop arguing and get busy. If y'all are so worried about Maggie's 
work, you need to give her a break so she can finish in time for the county art show. It 
looks like she's slatting all over and the deadline is tomorrow! 
Elizabeth: You're starting all over!? 
Maggie-Jen: Kind of. 
Scottie: What's that supposed to mean? Where's your painting? 
Maggie-Jen: It's in the trash, and it means I'm not entering. Now drop it! 
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(Scottie, Jamal, and Elizabeth all look at Maggie-Jen in disbelief Maggie-Jen ignores 
them and keeps working.) 
SCENE SIX: 
(Scottie, Jamal, and Elizabeth are talking at in the hallway.) 
Elizabeth: Do y'all really think that Maggie's not going to enter the art show? 
Scottie: Of course, she will. She's the best artist in the class. She'll win the county 
show hands down. 
Jamal: I hate to be the sensible one here, but I think she was serious about not entering. 
Whatever Ms. Hightower said to her yesterday must have knocked her off her horse. I've 
never known Maggie to throw away a painting. 
Elizabeth: Jamal's right. We've got to do something. Let's think. 
(Scottie, Jamal, and Elizabeth are thinking.) 
SCENE SEVEN: 
(Maggie-Jen and Elizabeth are sitting together at lunch. Jamal and Scottie join them.) 
Jamal: How's it going, gals? 
Elizabeth: Hi, Jamal. Hi, Scottie. 
Scottie: (shyly) Hey, Maggie-Jen. 
Maggie-Jen: Hey. 
Jamal: Got a hot date this weekend? 
Elizabeth: Oh hush, Jamal. 
Scottie: How's the county show coming, Maggie-Jen? 
Maggie-Jen: How should I know? I told you, I'm not entering. 




Jamal: Of course, she's sure. She's already made her decision, AND she's told us she 
doesn't want to talk about it. 
Maggie-Jen: Thanks, Jamal. What are your plans for the weekend? 
Jamal: Oh, I think I may crash a few parties. (chuckles) 
Elizabeth: Well, guys, I'm out of here. Talk to y'all later! 
(Elizabeth stands up, grabbing Maggie-Jen's binder and walks off) 
(Maggie-Jen and the boys continue talking about their weekend plans.) 
Maggie-Jen: Fellas, I guess I'm off to science class. I'll see y'all later! 
(Standing and reaching/or her binder, Maggie-Jen realizes that it's gone.) 
Maggie-Jen: Man, Elizabeth took my binder by mistake. Do you mind getting it for me, 
Scottie? You can give it to me on our walk home. 
Scottie: Sure, I'll be glad to do it. 
Maggie-Jen: Thanks, Scottie. I owe you one. 
(Maggie-Jen walks off Scottie and Jamal grin at each other and continue eating.) 
(Off to the side of the stage, Elizabeth stands in the hallway rummaging through Maggie-
Jen's binder.) 
Elizabeth: There's got to be something in here. I know she keeps at least one painting 
in this binder. (Still looking) Great! Here's something we can use! The boys will be 
thrilled! 
SCENE EIGHT: 
(Maggie-Jen and Scottie are walking home.) 
(Scottie hands the binder to Maggie-Jen.) 
Maggie-Jen: Thank you so much, Scottie! I was lost without it during science. I didn't 
even have paper to take notes. 
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Scottie: No, problem, Maggie-Jen. You know I would do anything for you. 
Maggie-Jen: Yes, I know you would. That's why you're my best friend. 
Scottie: Since you put it that way ... Maggie-Jen, will you please reconsider about 
entering the County Art Show? I know you would do great! 
Maggie-Jen: No, Scottie. I'm not going to enter. But thank you so much for your 
support. I really can use it sometimes. 
SCENE NINE: 
(Back in Ms. Hightower 's Art class, everyone is sitting in a group as she stands in front 
with announcements.) 
Ms. Hightower: Class, I want to announce that the County Art Show will be held this 
Saturday at the Civic Center. The a1t will be displayed all day, but judging will begin 
promptly at 11 :00 A.M .. The winners will be announced around 2:00 p.m. For those of 
you who are entering, I will need your pieces by the end of class on Friday. I will be 
dropping them off at the civic center as soon as I leave school. 
Jamal: (raising his hand speaking sarcastically) Ms. Hightower, what should one do if 
one wanted to enter the contest and was not patt of your art class? 
Ms. Hightower: Hmmm. Jamal, I would presume that "one" would have his art at the 
civic center on Friday evening to assure that it will be in the show. 
Jamal: Thanks, Ms. Hightower! I do appreciate it! 
Ms. Hightower: (Walking away and shaking her head) I'm sure you do, Jamal. 
Maggie-Jen: (to Jamal) Jamal, just who do you know that wants to enter the show and 
doesn't have Ms. Hightower for art? She's the only art teacher in the school. 
Jamal: Oh, Maggie, Maggie, Maggie. You know how I like to rattle her cage. 
SCENE TEN: 
(Maggie-Jen, Elizabeth, Scottie, and Jamal enter the art show.) 
Maggie-Jen: I can't believe y'all dragged me here. None ofus even entered this thing. 
Scottie: Maggie-Jen, just relax and enjoy yourself. Besides, Jamal can get a funnel cake. 




Elizabeth: (sarcastically) Thanks, Scottie. (to Jamal) Come on, Jamal. Let's get you a 
funnel cairn. 
(Jamal and Elizabeth walk away.) 
BACKGROUND VOICE: Ladies and gentlemen, please take your seats. The judging 
has commenced, and the winners will soon be revealed. 
Scottie: Shall we take our seats? 
Maggie-Jen: I reckon. I don't really get a say in it anyhow. 
(Scottie and Maggie-Jen sit down. Elizabeth and Jamal join them with a funnel cake.) 
BACKGROUND VOICE: Ladies and gentlemen, the judges have made their decisions. 
Third place goes to Ms. Mallorie Seymore! Congratulations, Mallorie. Please approach 
the stage to receive your prize. 
(Pause.) 
Second place prize goes to Mr. Cleveland Lawrence! Congratulations, Cleveland. Please 
approach the stage to receive your prize. 
(Pause.) 
Ladies and Gentlemen, the moment we've all been waiting for ... Our first place prize, the 
winner of the County Art Show, the most talented artist is ... Ms. Maggie-Jen Tomlin! 
Maggie-Jen, please approach the stage to receive your prize. 
Maggie-Jen: What? How did I win? I didn't even enter the contest? 
Elizabeth: You know that binder of yours I took by "mistake?" 
Scottie: I told you I'd do anything for you, Maggie-Jen. 
Jamal: Congratulations, Maggie. Go get 'em, girl! 
(In awe and confusion, Maggie-Jen rises from her seat and approaches the stage.) 
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SCENE ELEVEN: 
(Wearing a medal, Maggie-Jen joins Scottie, Jamal, and Elizabeth and begins walking off 
the stage.) 
Jamal: Let's go stick it to Ms. Hightower and tell her, "Boo-Yah!" 
Maggie-Jen: (laughing) Now why would I want to do that? 
(Ms. Hightower meets the kids haljway across the stage.) 
Ms. Hightower: Congratulations, Maggie-Jen. I didn't know you were entering the 
contest. 
Maggie-Jen: Neither did I, Ms. Hightower. 
Ms. Hightower: You didn't know you were entering? 
Scottie: Yes, Ms. Hightower. Maggie-Jen was very disappointed with whatever you told 
her after school the other day. She decided she wouldn't enter the contest, so we entered 
for her. 
Ms. Hightower: Maggie-Jen, I'm sorry I upset you. I believe you must have 
misunderstood. I didn't think the painting you were working on was your best work 
because you had lost your confidence. When you have to ask for reassurance on a 
painting, I believe that it won't be your best. Confidence is what makes your work so 
beautiful. 
Maggie-Jen: Thank you Ms. Hightower. I think winning this contest has really 
improved my confidence. 
Ms, Hightower: I surely hope so. You truly are my best artist. 
(Ms. Hightower walks away. Maggie-Jen, Scottie, Jamal, and Elizabeth look at each 
other and smile.) 




The Case of the Quivering Quill: 
A Student-Turned-Teacher's Perspective of Tremors in the Classroom 
It would finally be my chance to shine, if that's what you call it. The master of 
ceremonies was calling for challengers, and for moments, the heads and shoulders of 
hundreds spun circles looking for a rising torso behind them in the crowd. For three 
years, I had watched clowns like Nick Webster make fools of themselves, ditch all of 
their classes, date the pretty girls, and show introverted poetry club guys like me that life 
is just a party and that you'll be the most popular guy in school if you simply don't try. 
So I stood up. I had to represent. It took the crowd a while to notice, but I did, and I made 
my way to the center of the gymnasium floor. 
As much as I would have liked to be lacing up gloves, choosing a pistol, or 
mounting my steed, I would not be so lucky. I would have even loved a Jeopardy 
scenario to belittle my foe with trivia mastery. My weapon of choice today, however, 
would be eggnog, poured halfway into dozens of cups on a tray. There would be no 
turning back toward the hundreds of students gathered for the school assembly. This was 
one crowd that wouldn't tolerate quitters or last-second dropouts. If you stood up, you 
were in it for the long haul. It may have been surprising to my friends, but I had 
absolutely no fear whatsoever. Like Bruce Lee, I entered the circle both confident and 





This wouldn't have been the first time I entered the ring in the challenge of the 
golden nectar. Each year at Christmas, from the time that I was three, I would square off 
against jet-lagged aunts and uncles who had endured the holiday travel season in search 
ofmy mother's famous yellow punch bowl. By the time they had found their yuletide 
crystal mugs, however, the bowl would be nearly empty due to a first come, first serve 
basis enforced by yours truly. But this would be different. In the eyes of a teenager with a 
shot at momentary popularity, this meant everything in the world. 
The ringmaster put us in our corners and announced us to the crowd. Nick got his 
usual response from the crowd, which resembled the response to a champion returning to 
a boxing ring. When my name was called, the response was quite surprising. An army of 
believers, rooting for my cause, emerged from the stadium seating and challenged the 
opposition, giving me even more of a desire to give Mr. Webster a taste of his own 
medicine. They put us in chairs and began the countdown. "3 ... 2 ... 1. .. " It was at that 
moment, between "one" and "go," that the world stopped and my mind was turned to 
remembrance of a demon I had lived with my entire life, a familial tremor. 
In the middle and secondary classroom, it is not unusual for a teacher to have a 
few students with fairly bad handwriting. Often times, however, "fairly bad" becomes 
"horrible," and "horrible" becomes illegible. If you have students with illegible 
handwriting, it is quite possible that they have a familial tremor. Also known as an 
essential tremor, familial essential tremor, hereditary tremor, or a plethora of similar 
combinations, a familial tremor will have a direct negative impact on your student's 
physical ability to perform in the classroom. 
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You may have already seen symptoms ofa tremor and just haven't realized it. 
Most of the time, the tremor will manifest itself through shaky hands. The constant 
movement requires the student to put much focus on stabilizing the hands, and the long-
term effects of this routine will result in arthritis or cramps. 
A tremor is a very common neurological disorder that usually presents itself in a 
person's older years. A familial tremor, however, is inherited, is usually identified at 
birth, and a parent with the tremor has a fifty percent chance of passing it on to his/her 
children. With over fourteen million American adults suffering from familial tremors, 
one can picture just how many children can be, and have been, directly and personally 
affected by this disorder. 
Knowing from a young age, the effects of the familial tremor on my life, I have 
generally been able to handle what would otherwise be difficult situations presented by 
its effects. Being 6'8", I was always around basketball, but the tremor always kept my 
shot a little off. With a golf course in my back yard, you would think I would have been a 
champion at the links, but once again, I could never get a decent shot. As a teenager 
looking for jobs, I couldn't "handle" any that were "hands-on." Teenagers with tremors 
definitely struggle with many situations, and this can be discouraging. 
In the case of the eggnog fiasco, for example, I tried my best to bring the first cup 
to my mouth, but I spilled almost all of the eggnog out before it would reach. The same 
thing happened twice more before I think the crowd realized what was happening. Instead 
of cheering on the bitter rivals while Nick continuously, but more slowly, slammed his 
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face with shots of nog, they began to get quiet, feeling awkward pity for the sight on my 
half of the competition. 
There will always be situations that your students simply can't control, but that 
should never be a reason to give up. Personally, the most difficult thing for me came with 
my love of creative writing. Ms. Jacques's Creative Writing class was, by far, my favorite 
class, and I loved diving into the writing prompts and other journalistic assignments. The 
only problem was, I had a tremor. I always had to write in shorthand to keep up and even 
then, my writing was so sloppy it was unbearable to look at. My school only had one 
computer lab, and my parents couldn't afford to get me a laptop. The other problem was 
that I refused to think that something was -.yrong with me. I was an invincible teenager, 
and there was no way I was going to accept pity treatment for my writing. 
Denial is almost certainly the biggest obstacle that teachers face in identifying 
tremors among their students. For me, it was pride. For others, the student simply may 
not understand that there is a problem or that it is affecting their performance. 
Teachers need to know that there are various means of making this burden a little 
lighter for their students. It is essential, in any case, that the teacher identify the problem 
and take the necessary steps to help the student's situation. A tremor is a disability and 
should be treated as one. Students with tremors should be given the option of using 
computer-assisted writing or having extended time for exercises, and the teacher should 
speak with the student to discover his/her personal needs. Students with tremors are just 




physical disability. By following all of the requirements of the Americans With 
Disabilities Act and Section 504, teachers can make identification and treatment a simple 
process. 
Quite ignorant as a teenager, I overlooked the evident possibilities of how my 
tremor could negatively affect my future. As far as results are concerned, my grades for 
most of my high school career suffered because I waited until the last minute to do 
anything about them. In addition to my stupidity, I was unaware that certain privileges 
were possible or that there were options out there for helping to fix the problem. I was 
taking "shaky" pills to help tranquilize the tremor, but nothing would completely stop it. 
It wasn't until I was in college that my family physician freaked out when I told him I 
had not registered my tremor as a disability and that I hadn't been receiving particular 
privileges during testing. For the rest of my college career, I notified each of my 
professors about my disability early on and received the proper assistance, which proved 
invaluable during the dozens of tests comprised of essays. 
Familial tremors will not change who your students really are. They will think and 
act the same regardless of how steady their hands are. Just remember, upon realization 
that a student has a tremor, that anything you do in class, which requires the use of one's 
hands, will often be a difficult and slow process. Accommodate the student in any way 
you can. They will remember you for it. Who knows, you may be able to use the tremors 
to your advantage. Students with tremors are pretty good at scrubbing, coloring large 






Most of the members ofmy family, aside from my wife, are perplexed at the fact 
that I herald autumn as my favorite season. My mother specifically, who spends more 
than half the year bringing life to the flora and verdure surrounding my childhood home, 
can be seen mourning when the numbing soil betrays the annuals. Despite her fitm faith 
in the resunection, when the perennials begin to lose their chromaticity, it's as if she has 
lost many of her very own children. Sulking, she will turn her back on the crusade that 
began as a hobby to avoid the solitude which so hauntingly has returned. 
For me, the scent of emthly decay is most satisfying. Weeks before the equinox, 
many leaves turn blood red before the trees reveal their skeletons. The colors of 
starvation and hibernation, to me, prove more kaleidoscopic than those of spring or 
summer. Even the silver rings of animation that leave one's mouth at the descent of 
nightfall can mimic the shapes of stars in their forever ascending glories. 
It would be possible, despite my familial alienation, that this sense of reception 
for the third season has been passed down from a distant primogenitor. Over two 
thousand years ago, it was during autumn that the ancient Celts would celebrate Samhain, 
or "Summer's End," with festivities welcoming the spirits of the dead. The baniers 
between this world and that of the uninhabited would be lifted on or near October 31. 
Thus, a tradition that included dancing and the donning of animal heads and skins gave us 
the hand-me-down version of Halloween. 
I don't find fall to be a season of death at all but merely that of rebirth. The leaves 




It isn't until they have reached their peak that their most iridescent personalities appear. 
After breaking from the often ancient host which first brought them life, they descend in 
floating spirals to the dust from which they came. 
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Southern Season: A Sh011 Story 
More than once, Roy Brown referred to kudzu as "the vine that had eaten the 
South." Having just given up a smoking habit nearly as old as he was, Roy was well into 
his seventies, and I wanted to believe every word that he said. So as we glided toward 
Birmingham on I-43 in his 70's boat of a Buick, I lay back in the cracked leather seats 
and gazed south by southwest, wondering if this kudzu would manifest itself on our trip. 
I had been in Florence for almost five months, and I never wanted to leave. The 
fields up there were rich with yellow alfalfa, chartreuse miles of soy, and of course the 
budding cotton, whose size and shape served as hints to the passing of seasons. Having 
been used to the absence of trees and the abundance of desert most of my life, I 
welcomed the scenery and thought of its similarity to the French countryside. 
I hadn't yet seen kudzu. It basked in the humidity that I dreaded, and the further 
south you lived, the more humid it became. Being near the border with Tennessee, 
Florence had its share of humidity like every other city in Dixie, but its location called for 
more "useful" plants to the people there. 
Willie was crooning "Always on My Mind" when I first saw the devil's grass. It 
didn't matter how much I hated country music because the lyrics were a prophecy of how 
I would come to remember the South and its foliage, unequal to any place on earth. 
For a lack of better words, the kudzu was mysterious. Millions, if not billions, of 
miles of twisted vine, pentagram leaves, and one hundred shades of green appeared as a 
welcome host to a new chapter of my life. Towering structures, mostly trees and power 
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lines lay submissive to the weed of Medusa. It covered everything without timidity, 
making each mile marker a junction to connected emerald cities. 
Roy explained how the vine was a native to China and paits of Japan. During an 
exhibition in the l 800's, the Japanese presented many of their plants to Americans; kudzu 
was eventually planted in Florida as a food source for animals. Roy said that during the 
Great Depression, kudzu was used to control erosion, and struggling farmers made good 
money for birthing the plant in their fields. The reason for its coming didn't matter to me; 
I was embalmed in a fantasy land, staring. 
The cracks in the pavement proved a lullaby to the storybook scenery off the 
highway. I still hated country music, but I had learned to love Willie in so little time. On 
passing, an abandoned house and automobile lay docile to the rape of twisting habitat. 
Roy never seemed to look at it; it was as if he was oblivious to the enemy and its history. 
Or, just as the beast of life had taken so many people close to him in his years, the kudzu 
had swallowed up so much he didn't care anymore. 
After driving across half the state, it was time for Roy to tum back, and I prayed 
that the night sky wouldn't be too much for his ancient eyes. Following a big Southern 
hug, a snapshot, and some words of wisdom from a special friend, he cranked up some 
more Willie and drove off into a mouthful of asphalt and kudzu. 
One thing I loved about Alabama was how everything and everyone seemed to be 
two or three decades behind the rest of the world. The people, Roy included, knew it, and 
they liked it that way. I think that's why they hate the kudzu so much, because it came in 








The Legend of Lizzie Grendel 
A long time ago, nestled in a small village in rural Alabama, there lived an old, 
unmanied lady named Lizzie Grendel. The townspeople did not know how old she was, 
but even the oldest citizens of the town recalled Lizzie as always being old. The town's 
mayor, Luther Codghill, himself in his sixties, told the story of running up to Lizzie's 
house every Halloween night, along with his friends, and heckling her with chants like 
"Old lady Grendel-she's the daughter of a witch" and "Cackle, cackle, we came to hear 
you laugh, for all through the town, your hideous voice wafts." Every Halloween, the 
result was the same-Lizzie would rush out of her house, wielding a huge broom, and 
would chase the boys away, swinging the broom wildly at their backs. 
Even though everyone in town considered Lizzie strange, no one really 
considered her to be anything more than an oddity until the summer of 1942. That year, 
America was in the middle of World War II, and many of the young men from the town 
were serving in the European theatre. Back home, their wives and lovers, their mothers 
and sisters, were assisting in the war effort by working in the town's only factory, a 
textile factory that sewed clothing for the troops. One day, much to everyone's surprise, 
Lizzie Grendel walked into the factory, told the personnel office she had come to work, 
and sat down at a machine to sew. Lizzie came to work everyday and never dawdled; she 
just tiptoed over to her machine and sewed. Soon, the other workers stood in awe of her 
handiwork; she not only sewed faster than anyone else, but excellence permeated her 
sewing. 
One day, the factory received a message from President Franklin Delano 
Roosevelt himself, in which he requested that the factory make new coats for all the 
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soldiers in Europe. Honored though he was by the request, the plant manager despaired 
because he knew the plant had neither the personnel nor the materials to do what 
President Roosevelt had asked. He prepared to inform the President to find another plant 
for the job, but before he could write the letter, he received a visit from the Secretary of 
the Army, who stated that no other factory in the country could do this task and that if his 
plant refused, the soldiers would freeze in the coming winter. The manager opened his 
mouth to refuse, but Lizzie Grendel piped up and said, "Don't worry. We will do this for 
you." The manager gasped, but was so flabbergasted he could not counter Lizzie's 
comments. 
The women at the factory began weaving and sewing, producing as many coats as 
they could, but they just could not sew fast enough to get the job done by the deadline the 
President's letter had ordained; they grew so frustrated that, two days before the deadline, 
they all went on strike-all, that is, except Lizzie. Lizzie sat at her machine, sewing at 
warp speed, refusing to leave, even when the manager insisted that it was time to lock up 
the building. Not knowing what to do, the manager left her there and locked the door 
behind him as he exited the building. 
The next morning, when the manager unlocked the building, to his utter 
amazement, the entire place was stacked to the ceiling with more than enough coats to fill 
the President's order. He rushed to Lizzie's machine to thank her for the miracle that had 
happed, but she was not there. A strange glow emanated from the spot where her machine 
sat, but the machine itself had melted. Not knowing what to make of all this, the manager 
simply thanked God that the soldiers would have their coats. He figured that Lizzie had 




a feat in such a short time, and he hoped she would come back to work once she had 
rested. 
Lizzie Grendel never was seen again, and much speculation arose over what 
happened to her. There were those who thought she sneaked out of town because she 
hated anyone making a fuss over her; still others guessed she had not made the coats at 
all, but must have stolen them from somewhere and could not face being found out. Most 
of the town, though, chose to believe that Lizzie's devotion to keeping the troops warm 
so impressed the Supreme Being that he sent angels down to sew with her that night, and 
once they had finished, they left to go back to paradise and invited Lizzie to go with 
them. 
Whatever had happened, it was life-changing for those who were left behind. The 
mayor and all the others who had heckled Lizzie grew ashamed of their behavior and 
resolved to spend the rest of their lives helping others, for Lizzie's sake. To this day, if 
you ever go to the town of Remington, you will find the most helpful people in the world, 
and if you comment about their helpfulness, this is what they will say: "This was Lizzie's 
way; now, it's ours." 
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Using "Persona Writing" to Help Students Find Their Own Voice 
In chapter two of Writing to Be Read, a chapter called "Telling Tmths: 
Writing Freely," Ken Macrorie explains that the first requirement for good writing is 
"some kind oftmth-a connection between the things written about, the words used 
in the writing, and your real experience in the world you know well-whether in fact 
or dream or imagination" (14). In the introduction to the book, Macrorie writes that 
the emotional connection Thomas Jefferson felt to the writing of the Declaration of 
Independence made the work "alive," allowing a strong, angry voice to come through 
(1). Anyone who has ever read the Declaration oflndependence sees immediately 
what Macrorie is pointing out here: Thomas Jefferson is an angry man, and his use of 
strong verbs and parallel stmcture allows that anger to shine through his words. 
As a teacher of English, I enter each writing classroom hoping to find students 
there who have found their voices and allow them to permeate their writing. Often, I 
am disappointed, finding, instead, students whose voices sound like those of a 
reluctant kindergartener or a political speechwriter rather than those of college 
freshmen. According to Donald Graves, "Children have more ownership of their 
speech; they rent their writing" (162). When we speak, we focus more on responding 
to our content, whereas in writing, the focus often centers too much on the 
conventions of grammar and mechanics. Graves goes on to say this: 
Writing and speaking are different but writing, without an 
understanding of its roots in speech, is nothing. The human voice 
underlies the entire writing process, and shows itself throughout 
the life of the writer." (162) 
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Over the past several years, I have incorporated an essay assignment into my 
English 102: Introduction to Literature classes that allows students to find their own 
voices through writing from the perspective of other fictional personae. The writing 
assignment used to teach students more about voice follows our unit on drama, during 
which the students read (and we discuss) Oedipus Rex, Hamlet, A Raisin in the Sun, 
and Susan Glaspell's short play Trifles. The students have already written an essay on 
drama, one composed in their own voices. These essays usually lack both strong 
content and writer personality. The first year I tried the persona essay, I offered five 
scenarios from which the students were to choose one to write from. The papers I 
received were so much better than the first set of papers that I kept the assignment the 
following year and added three more scenarios to it. Each year, the papers kept 
improving, and each year, I kept adding scenarios. This year, students could choose 
from one of these eighteen scenarios for the four- to five-hundred-word essay: 
o You are the editor for this year's edition of The Biographies of 
Unusual Characters-Dead or Alive. Choose three characters from 
the plays we read who would be appropriate entries for the anthology 
and write their biographical entry, making sure you include those 
characteristics that qualify them for the book. For example, you might 
choose as an entry the gravedigger from Hamlet, commenting upon his 
earthy humor and his obvious enjoyment of his job, illustrating his 
strangeness by pulling quotations from the play to use as evidence. 
Polonius (from Hamlet) and Beneatha (from A Raisin in the Sun) 
might also be possibilities. 
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o You are a reporter for one of the tabloid magazines such as you might 
find at the checkout line at Wal-mart or the grocery store. It has not 
been a particularly good week for news, so your boss has told you to 
look back in time to find a "sensational" headline story for the front 
page of this week's issue. Using Oedipus Rex, Hamlet, or Trifles, write 
that front-page story, including all the "who, what, when, where, why" 
information as well as the "juice" that makes the story worthy of a 
tabloid magazine. Your headline (title) should hook the reader, and 
your style should be worthy of journalism of this type (and yes, you 
may add to the truth of the play just a little bit, just as long as you still 
follow the basic character/story line in your essay). A possible 
headline from Hamlet: "Nation Reels from Royal Murders." 
o You are a nationally known psychologist, called in to analyze some of 
the mental lapses that have driven literary characters to do the things 
they do. Some of the people you must psychoanalyze are Hamlet, 
Oedipus, Polonius, Minnie Wright, Walter Lee Younger, and Ophelia. 
Choose any two of these characters on whom to write a psychological 
profile. 
o You have been hired by a prominent stage producer to write Act IV of 
A Raisin in the Sun. The action will begin as soon as the Youngers get 
to Clybourne Park. Not worrying about using dialog format, write the 
story of Act IV in prose fashion. In telling the story, let me see any 
changes in the characters, inform me of the plot, give me some 
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information on what the new house looks like, and let me know what 
adjustments the Youngers have to make in their new neighborhood. 
o You have been asked to rewrite the "O that this too, too sullied flesh 
would melt" soliloquy and the "To be or not to be" soliloquy so that 
junior high school students can readily understand them. Making sure 
to maintain the content of the two passages, rewrite each in prose that 
a seventh, eighth, or ninth grader might easily read and comprehend. 
o You are a historian whose task is to look back at the 
segregation/desegregation issues of the 1950s. In your research, you 
come across Lo1rnine Hansberry's play A Raisin in the Sun and 
discover it illustrates many of the points about race relations that you 
need to include in your history. Write a "history of race relations," 
using the play as your source of information. 
o You are a noted feminist and are writing a book about the roles of 
women at different times in history. One of your chapters is on the 
way men's treatment of women affects the women's behavior. Using 
Minnie Wright, Jocasta, Ruth Younger, and Ophelia as examples, 
write your version of this chapter. 
o You are an English teacher at an all-male prep school at which most of 
the students are not really interested in reading literary classics; 
however, the curriculum requires that your class read and study 
Hamlet. Write a persuasive essay convincing your students that they 
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will enjoy reading the play, focusing on the "revenge" elements of the 
play. 
o You are the editor of The Litermy Chronicle, a newspaper covering 
events occurring in the plays we have read. Produce an edition of the 
newspaper, complete with headlines, feature articles, social 
announcements, obituaries, and any other types of newspaper materials 
you think appropriate. Your paper should be at least four pages (word 
processed); be creative with your use of fonts, and include graphics as 
well. 
o You are a drama reviewer for the local newspaper, and your current 
assignment is to review the Mel Gibson version of Hamlet for your 
paper. You have seen the movie, and now you must write your review. 
Be sure to include the "selling points" that make this a must-see movie 
for modem audiences, as well as the things in the movie that make it 
true to Shakespeare's own time. 
o You have just been hired to do an updated version of Hamlet. Write an 
essay about how you will achieve a never-before-performed rendition 
of the play. Where will you set it? Who will pay the roles? How will 
you tum an eleventh-century prince into a twenty-first century man? In 
what ways might you change the relationships of the major characters 
in the play so that they better fit into the present? How will you 
costume the characters? What dialect will they speak? Think about 
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these and other questions, and come up with your concept for the new 
Hamlet. 
o You are a noted psychologist who is the expert on the subject of 
depression and its effect on human behavior. Write a scholarly article 
for Psychology Today in which you discuss the effects of depression 
on Hamlet, Ophelia, Minnie Wright, and Jocasta. 
o You are Denmark's royal psychiatrist, and you must determine 
whether Hamlet is mad. Write up your findings, using internal 
evidence from the play as well as external evidence from other experts 
to make your determination. 
o You have been given the task of completing a political study of 
Hamlet's Denmark to ascertain whether the kingdom was in good 
shape or in political trouble. Using internal evidence from the text, 
discuss your findings. 
o As a member of "Ghostbusters, Inc.," you are curious about whether or 
not the ghost in Hamlet is real or imaginary. Write a paper in which 
you discuss the validity of the ghost in the play. 
o You are a twenty-first century Hamlet, and you are depressed about 
your situation, so much so that you want to vent your feelings to your 
buddies on My Space. Write a series of"instant messages" in which 
you enlighten your friends about the events in your life as Hamlet and 
your reaction to those events. 
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o You have been requested to design a web site featuring the plays we 
have studied: Hamlet, Oedipus Rex, Trifles, and A Raisin in the Sun. 
Turn in a mock-up of the web site's home page, along with a character 
analysis of at least two characters from those in the four plays. The 
character analyses need to be "linked" from your web site's home 
page. 
o You are the creator of a "coffee table book" featuring portraits of 
famous literary characters, along with a 250-word discussion of each 
character in the book. For your book, either draw or find portraits 
online of two characters from the plays we studied and turn them in 
with the accompanying written sketches. 
Most, if not all, these assignments allow the students to make that connection 
between the texts they are writing about the some aspect of the real world, just as Ken 
Macrorie suggests is necessary if students are to find their own voices. These students 
have stood in line at Wal-mart, thumbing through The Inquirer; many of them have 
studied psychology, have read news a1ticles, or have done biographical research for 
papers (or they have read book jacket bios). Couching the essay assignment in 
persona writing allows the students release from the fear of failing to present their 
own voices in an effective way and lets them become a fictional voice, a "character," 
if you will, in their own essay. The resulting writing is stronger, more detailed, and 
more structured than an essay on some aspect of the plays written in their own voices 
might be. 
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Also, Graves' point about our "renting our writing" can be overcome with 
assignments designed as this essay assignment was. When students experiment with 
persona writing, they find word choice to be easier; their personae actually "speak" in 
the writing in a way that the students' own voices often do not, perhaps because of 
their fear of failure. Certainly, not all essay assignments can be designed as this one 
was; however, as an early assignment in a course, an assignment such as this one can 
give students freedom from the restrictions of purely academic writing, allowing them 
to explore the parameters of voice, style, and perspective in writing. The assignment 
even has the added benefit of appealing to multiple intelligences among writers 
because some of the choices appeal to visual learners, others to auditory learners, 
some to verbal/linguistic learners, and still others to other kinds of learners. 
The examples below indicate how the students responded to the assignment. 
The first example comes from a student who chose the scenario of the nationally 
known psychologist called upon to analyze some of the mental lapses that drove 
literary characters to behave the ways they did. The excerpt is from the student's 
introductory paragraph: 
As a psychologist, I am often asked, 'What goes through the 
mind of a killer, and what drives someone to commit murder?' This question 
can be extremely difficult to answer. To counter such a complex question, we 
must first analyze the kill. For example, when I have the responsibility of 
determining the sanity of a murder suspect, I must first investigate his or 
her childhood. Most of the murderers that I have evaluated have experienced 




abuse; such shock can lead to serious emotional problems as time progresses 
(Matt Morgan, English 102 Student). 
Even from this brief piece of text, one easily sees that the writer has immersed 
himself into character. The rest of the essay only gets better! 
The following example is a student's paraphrase of the "O that this too, too 
sullied flesh would melt" soliloquy, rewritten, as the assignment required, for easy 
comprehension by a junior high school reader: 
I wish this soiled skin would melt and turn into water. I wish that God 
had not been against suicide because the world means nothing to me. 
The word only has horrible things in it, and it stinks. Not even two 
months ago, there was a great king. He was like a god compared to 
the current king. The past king was so wonde1ful to my mother, and he 
would have done anything to make her happy. My mother did not 
linger on his death long enough. She married my uncle, and I have 
nothing in common with him. I also do not like him. My mother did not 
mourn and did not think of my father any longer. She simply married 
my uncle and went to bed with him. It will never be good for me. It 
cannot be good ever. However, I cannot say anything else at the 
moment. I hear people corning (Mary Griffin, English 102 student). 
Both excerpts illustrate excellent command of voice; not only that, they also are clear, 
concise, well-organized pieces of writing. They also show that these students had 
made connections with their text and that they connected their texts to the real world 
through their personae. 
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Designing assignments such as this one can be time consuming, but the time 
expended is well worth it if students' writing becomes better as a result. Such 
assignments, I believe, help students to own their writing, not just "rent it." 
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Frigid and damp, the howling winds cut right through the light fabric that was nestled 
tightly against their shoulders to maintain warmth. The two clung to each other. It had 
been nearly a week since Florence died. Florence had taken them in when their father 
passed away three years before. She had been their father's aunt. 
How they remembered sitting in the parlor in front of the fire listening to Florence's 
aging voice as she read aloud while the smell of baking bread permeated the house. 
Now, here they sat, under a large oak--hopeless, half starved--and they only had each 
other. The sat side by side, leaning together. Their little bodies quaked in the damp 
morning air. Last night, they had almost been spotted by the guard who would separate 
them. When the lights had come around the corner, they scampered up the rocky bank of 
a nearby hill before they could be spotted. Now weak and delirious from fear and cold, 
they wondered if they'd ever make it. 
The night Aunt Florence died, Joseph and Anna were taken from the house that had 
been their home, and were brought to an orphanage outside of town with tall rocky walls 
and bleak surfaces. They hadn't been mistreated, but were notified by a tall thin man, 
who was the "house keeper," that they would be separated and placed in different homes. 
Anna would live in town to help out a mother, who already had too many children. 
Joseph would be placed at a small homestead ninety miles away. However, they had 
already decided that they were all that each other had, and would do anything to stay 
together. That's when Joseph had the idea of running. 
That night had been musty and thick with darkness. Joseph crept up the stony 















her freckled face, waited silently in the corner of her sleeping quaiiers, which she shai·ed 
with seven other girls, all about her age. No one stirred; only she was awake in these 
early morning hours. She saw Joseph's shadow approach as he stepped in front of the 
glowing lantern kept in the hall on a window sill. She tiptoed softly through the door, 
slightly ajar, and met him, knowing full well the steps they were about to take. 
Slowly, Joseph retraced his steps down the staircase with Anna following closely 
behind. When they reached the bottom of the stairs, they turned to their left and followed 
a dark corridor through a large, drafty dining hall into a tidy little kitchen. All the doors 
were locked. Anna and Joseph exited through a small window above the icebox in the 
kitchen. Anna went first. Joseph effortlessly hoisted Anna up and through the small 
window. He was relieved when she landed safely on the hard ground below. Next, 
Joseph pulled himself through the window, catching his muddied brown shoe on the 
frame of the dingy window. He shuddered as it thudded loudly on the icebox and crashed 
to the floor. Had anyone heard? Quietly he shoved himself backwards into the kitchen 
and lowered himself to retrieve the shoe. He tossed it out the window in front of him and 
scampered back through the opening. 
When he had landed, he glanced up the moss-covered wall of the orphanage and 
noticed that a light had been lit in one of the orphanage parents' rooms. Quickly, he 
grabbed Anna's small hand and raced through the building's yard avoiding toys and 
trinkets that had not been put away the day before. With no time to lose, the next 
obstacle to be overcome was the large iron gate at the back end of the lot, the only exit on 
the grounds. They covered the expanse of ground in record time and closed in on the 









no problem at all. Joseph, however, had to scale it. He jumped, grabbing a sturdy section 
of ivy which clung tightly to the aged rock fence that surrounded the orphanage. This 
gave him the hold he needed to propel himself onto a small foothold and over the large 
gate. He landed with little sound on the other side. 
Then, they crossed the dirt road in front of them and darted into a lush meadow. They 
ran for a few hundred yards when Joseph pulled Anna face down into the cool grass, wet 
with dew. All they heard were crickets chirping and the song of a whippoorwill in the 
distance. How long would it be before they were discovered? Joseph, shaking with 
adrenaline and fear, wondered if it would be safe to rnn. He decided to take the chance. 
He motioned Anna toward the small creek that ran adjacent to them and then toward the 
dark forest that lay in the distance. Suddenly the two got up and darted toward the water. 
It was about that time when they heard yelling coming from the direction of the . 
orphanage. Joseph turned around as he was forcefully tugging Anna, who was five years 
younger than his twelve years, as he ran. He saw a dim light shining through the gate 
from which they had come minutes before. They had been discovered! They quickly 
crossed the expanse of the field and made their way into the woods. They didn't bide 
their time. Without sleep, surged with adrenaline, the two hiked through the night. 
The next day had been one of darting behind trees, ducking in and out of barns, and 
huddling down in long grass. As was the case when any child ran away from the 
orphanage, the guard was notified, and it seemed everyone was looking for escapees. 
The two were able to sleep a little when they found a stack of hay in a farmer's field. 
Joseph and Anna wriggled their way inside the itchy golden stack to where they would be 






The two slept until nightfall. Joseph had a few small pieces of bread that he had 
secretly set aside during dinner from the night of the escape. It was slightly stale, but the 
hungry children did not notice. He and Anna ate sparingly then crept from the haystack. 
They then headed back into the woods. Once inside, the two walked quickly and silently 
through the ominous softwood forest. The only sound was the soft shuffling of the grass 
as they passed through uneventfully. 
They came out on the old road that led away from town. As they were crossing the 
rough, puddled road, they saw bright lights coming around a distant corner. It was the 
guard! Joseph's heart started pounding wildly. Did they have time to re-enter the forest, 
or should they run toward a nearby rocky knoll? Anna had already started for the hill. 
They hurriedly climbed the hill and passed over to the other side without being spotted. 
Then, it began to rain. It started out as a light rain, but it was soon a downpour. The two 
made their way towards a grove of tall oak trees set iri the distance. There, underneath a 
large tree, they would have a small amount of covering from searching eyes and from the 
cold rain. 
The past two days were a blur. Now, all Joseph could do was hold on to his younger 
sister, who sat shivering next to him. They would rest only for the rain to pass, and then 
they would have to seek out better shelter. Joseph's blond head rested against his sister's 
as he hugged her close. Her dark eyes were closed, and he knew she was asleep. He 
would have to find a safe place for her. Where could they go? Where could they be 
assured that they would stay together? Ideas started to flow like water over a waterfall, 
but all were quickly set aside. Then, he remembered. Years ago, before the passing of 
his father, he heard him talking about an uncle of his departed mother, whom she had 
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spent considerable time with as a child. Didn't he live by the sea? Then he knew; that's 
where they would go. 
As the rain subsided, he and Anna arose and trudged around the tall trees and into an 
open field. He shared his idea, and set their course towards the east. 
Brother and sister walked and ran until dawn; then they decided it would be best if 
they hid and settled in for a nap, since it wasn't smart to travel during the day. They 
found a small space between a grouping of rocks. Here the two would not be seen unless 
someone specifically targeted these rocks in the search and climbed through the 
grouping. It appeared to be secure; this site was set high on a hill, and much of the 
landscape was visible below. They would be safe here. 
Joseph and Anna woke just before nightfall and ate a meal of bread and cheese, with 
water from a nearby stream. Then, they set out again. Joseph had estimated that they had 
covered about twenty-five miles in their two-day trek across the countryside and decided 
to follow the stream to a larger river that would take them to the ocean. This journey, he 
decided, should take them another two days, if they made good time. They followed the 
stream without any difficulties and anived at the larger river about two hours later. 
Slowly and carefully, they began the hike along the gray, fast flowing river, making their 
way to the ocean. Eventually, they came to a point in the river where it became necessary 
to cross. The bank disappeared into the tumultuous current and rose into steep jagged 
cliffs; on the other side, the bank sloped gently up into the forest. He decided they could 
follow the course easier from the other side. Joseph looked for the shallowest point that 
appeared to be the safest. Here he crossed first to make sure that the swirling waters were 




her worn leather shoes, fastened together, hung over her shoulders. With his feet in the 
frigid swirling waters, he grabbed his sister's hand and started to lead her across. They 
had made it about a third of the way when Joseph lost his footing; his feet slipped out 
from underneath him, and his head plunged beneath the surface, dragging Anna with him. 
The current was swift and carried them downstream quickly. Both Anna and Joseph 
struggled to keep their heads above the rough water. Both tried without avail to grab 
hold of the slick rocks. Their faces slipped beneath the water and a few moments later 
would bob back to the surface. Gasping for breath, the two tried to stay afloat as the 
churning waters carried them downstream. 
The next morning, the sun rose bright and clear, warming the earth below. The birds 
were chirping softly announcing that a new day had begun, and on a bank farther down 
the river lay a pair of worn leather shoes, fastened together. 
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Incorporating Literature and Writing in the Spanish Classroom 
It has been noted that literature aids in vocabulary growth and development. As a 
high school Spanish teacher, I will do whatever necessary for my students to learn the 
language. I have tried several reading and writing activities within my classroom. 
Richard Kern and Jean Marie Schulz comment that the use of reading and writing in the 
classroom are pivotal in learning a second language (380-392). In reading authentic 
articles, students grasp part of the culture that they would not otherwise receive. While 
writing, students are able to express themselves, as they "borrow, adapt, and appropriate 
elements from a range of discourses to develop their own unique voices in a second 
language" (380-392). One of the most successful activities that has been used in my 
classroom has been the translation and reading of "La Llorona," by Joe Hayes, 
accompanied by the students writing their own legends with the incorporation of Spanish 
verbs and nouns. 
"La Llorona" is a great legend to use in the classroom during the Halloween season; it 
has just the right amount of spook. It speaks of a gorgeous and arrogant young woman 
who marries a philanderer for his looks and money. The two have children, and slowly 
the husband loses interest in Maria, the young woman. Maria becomes infuriated with her 
husband and takes out her rage on her children. Joe Hayes has translated the story 
beautifully into both English and Spanish for those who would like to incorporate this 
activity into an English classroom. 
When the students are seated, I pass out Spanish-English Dictionaries. I then put a 
copy of Joe Hayes' book onto the Elmo, which will project the page of the book onto 




would work as well; however, I prefer to have the story on the Elmo so that the class can 
translate the story together (this activity works well with cooperative learning). As the 
students translate, I have them underline or write down the words that they do not know 
along with the translation of these words. This aids in the accumulation of Spanish 
vocabulary. Reading "La Llorona" is a thrill for my students. As they read, they are 
caught up in the plot, and wonder what is going to happen next. Several students have 
mentioned that they have enjoyed this activity. 
We then discuss the characteristics of a legend. We go over what legends, as a genre, 
accomplish. I have the students brainstorm and come up with some legends with which 
they are already familiar. They rattle off some like, "Cry Baby Holler," and "The Legend 
of Sleepy Hollow." Now that I am ce1iain that they know what a legend is, I inform the 
students that they will be writing their own. However, ifthere is a legend that has been 
told in their family, they are free to nanate this story. They are very creative and do an 
incredible job. 
I incorporated this activity into both my Spanish I and my Spanish II classes. The 
difference was that my Spanish I classes were able to free write in English. This enabled 
the students to enjoy the writing and not be so concerned with the technicalities of the 
Spanish language, since they were beginners. (I've found that they get quite 
overwhelmed when asked to write large quantities of Spanish at one time). When they 
were finished, they had to translate twenty words that they weren't familiar into Spanish. 
However, my Spanish II class had to write in Spanish. I was able to modify this with my 
lower students in that they could write the story in English, but had to later summarize 
their story in Spanish, using at least five sentences. 
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This activity helped the students expand their Spanish vocabulary and work on their 
English writing ability. The lesson also incorporated Spanish culture and literature, 
which met one of my objectives for the course. Everyone wins with this activity; it is 
both entertaining and educational! 
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Loaded down with the new mini-fridge, three Rubbermaid containers of 
shoes, and all the clothes I could stuff in the back, my little Honda CRV carried 
me to the place that would be my home for at least the next two years. When I 
arrived there with my mother, I had a rush of many emotions: fear, excitement, 
loneliness, anxiety, curiosity- just to name a few. Six months ago when I made 
my final decision on the college that would aid me in completing my bachelor's 
degree, the only emotion that crossed my mind was relief. I was relieved not to 
have the stress of searching anymore. I was relieved to be finishing one chapter. 
More importantly, I was relieved that I was about to do something that I had 
always said I would do, leave my hometown. 
My independence has always been my best friend and worst enemy. Faced 
with the actual move away from my family, friends, and comfort zone, I felt it 
might be a mistake. Was I really as independent as I once believed? Was I sure 
that I could survive without having my nana around for quick trips to Wal-Mart? 
As crazy as my friends made me, they were still my friends and understood me. 
Was I going to be able to make new ones easily? What if these people did not like 
me now and never did? Montevallo had very few students from anywhere around 
my hometown ... What if these people did not "get" me? I tried really hard not to 
let my feelings show in front of my mom. 
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We cmTied load after load of all my belongings up two flights of stairs to 
my extremely small dorm room. That was an adjustment in itself. After having 
lived in my own apartment for the past two years, it was going to be hard to 
consolidate all this junk into one room. I had to have my stuff, though. I kept 
telling Momma that, anyway. 
When our last load was brought into the room, Momma and I plopped 
down on my plastic twin mattress. No words were spoken between us. However, 
she knew what I was thinking. She leaned over and just hugged me, like I was six-
years-old again. I just started crying uncontrollably. I wanted to go home with 
her, but knew I couldn't. I wanted to take back my decision to live in this foreign 
world, with these crazy liberal mis people. I knew there was no taking back that 
decision; it was made. There was no going back now. I dried my eyes and washed 
my face; then, she and I started robotically putting things where they belonged. 
Momma and I went through the rest of the afternoon as if it were painful 
to speak. For me, it was. Even the simplest phrase dislodged the lump in my 
throat that was damming the flood of tears ready to be let loose. When it came 
time for her to leave, I walked her downstairs to her car. She promised me that I 
would be all right, and that she was proud of me and what I was striving to 
become. I didn't know ifl believed her, but I went back inside Brooke Hall and 
walked up the two flights of stairs to my new home. Right across the hall, a door 
opened and a bubbly, blonde asked me ifl needed any help. She told me her name 




To Pop- Our Favorite Teacher 
I remember sleeping in your spot in bed because you slept in the other room for me. 
I remember the way you always smelled of cigarette smoke because you hid it from 
everyone. 
You taught me about sacrifice. 
I remember you trying to explain to me why an ocean liner could not dock in Kansas. 
I remember shelling peas with you in the living room on Hutto Hill. 
You taught me about patience. 
I remember that even if Momma follows your steps identically, your tea will always taste 
better. 
I remember your temper being so hot that it could boil water. 
You taught me about science. 
I remember everyone knowing me at the Depot because they had heard so much about 
me already. 
I remember asking you to tell me about the war, and you refused. 
You taught me about pride. 
I remember that no matter how old the car was that Nana handed down to you, it was 
always spotless. 
I remember you shining your black work shoes all the time. 
You taught me about self-respect. 
I remember you getting excited to tell me that my fourth grade lesson on the Battle of 
Burnt Corn is closer to me than I thought. 
I remember going to Evergreen and seeing you happier than ever before. 
You taught me about history. 
I remember going to take care of Sheba after she had eye surgery. You bought me an 
R.L. Stine book and let me watch Pretty Woman. 
I remember you calling Juddy every Sunday just to chat. 
You taught me about family. 
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I remember that you+ Nana= forever. 
I remember you telling me that one suitcase was one too many for just shoes. 
You taught me about math. 
I remember helping you in the garden and wondering if that green stuff was ever going to 
grow. 
I remember you telling me about graduation from Repton High School. 
You taught me about goals. 
I remember you writing messages with your beautiful handwriting in every Bible you and 
Nana bought for me. 
I remember the power of your words, but more importantly the power of your 
disapproving silence. 
You taught me about English. 
I remember seeing pictures of you in your Army fatigues and connecting those to the 
groans from your knee. 
I remember you saving me from the snakes in the yard. 
You taught me about courage. 
I remember never meeting anyone that did not say you were "precious." 
I remember that day in November of2002 that you took that plunge into the pool of 
forgiveness. 
You taught me about integrity. 
I remember how you always wore the cap that said I loved you. 
I remember how you were more than willing to change your name when Becca could not 
say the original. 
I remember how you cared for Zack with a quiet, sincere heart. 
I remember how Sam could always stay with you because you never had anything more 
important than her. 
I remember how Shawn was your pride, namesake, and Meathead. 
I remember how the kitchen smelled when you baked your cookies for Alex. 
I remember how Ryan made you smile without having to do anything. 
You taught me about love. 
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Cooperative Learning in Secondary Education: A Reflection of Research 
In the summer of 2004, I conducted research in an undergraduate program at 
the University of Montevallo. I was assisted by Dr. Glee Whitsett, a member of 
the faculty of the College of Education. The research was to meet the 
requirements of a TRIO program to which I belonged called the McNair Scholars' 
Program. The program is designed to aid undergraduates in post-baccalaureate 
endeavors. 
One of the requirements for participation as a McNair Scholar is that one 
must conduct formal research within the field in which he or she plans to obtain a 
post-baccalaureate degree. I came to be known as a "special case," as determined 
by the Montevallo McNair Program. I applied for the program as I was working 
on a bachelor's degree in English, and I was planning on obtaining a master's 
degree in education. Therefore, I was inevitably going to be conducting research 
in a field that was completely and utterly foreign to me. 
With Dr. Whitsett's guidance, I was able to make it through a year of 
research practically unscathed. She and I discussed the grade levels I would like 
to teach and the areas in which I was interested. We came to the conclusion that I 
should direct my research toward cooperative learning in secondary education. At 
the time, I thought that sounded very professional and specific, but as I began to 
sift through all the varying opinions in my literature review of the topic, I 
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discovered that it is very broad. Therefore, it was difficult for me to narrow the 
thesis of this research to argue one claim. Dr. Whitsett and I did not set out to 
prove whether cooperative learning was beneficial or not; she and I just wanted to 
gather information that would be advantageous for secondary professionals to 
have because not much research had been done on cooperative learning at the 
secondary level. She and I also chose to devise a survey that would be given to a 
class of students and a separate survey that would be given to the faculty. The 
survey statements were ones such as "I have been in a classroom that used 
cooperative learning techniques," "I have taught using cooperative learning 
techniques," etc. The surveys were administered using a five-point Likert scale. 
The surveys were detailed and specific, and I felt as ifl would be able to 
pull from the evidence we found in my own classroom. This turned out to be the 
lofty ideals of a "baby" teacher. The results of the student surveys showed that 
sixty-three percent of the students said that they had been exposed to cooperative 
learning techniques prior to this research. Eighty-three percent of these students 
said that they enjoyed the cooperative learning techniques and felt as if they 
learned more. These results were no surprise to me. Fresh from the high school 
classroom myself, I did not fondly remember my experiences working with 
groups. I have always been the type of person who would rather do all the work 
on my own and have it done correctly than have to go back behind someone and 
make corrections. I liked getting in groups to socialize, but as far as working, 
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I remember doing very little. The student survey results seemed very typical to 
me; the majority of the class enjoyed working in groups because ultimately there 
was someone like me in every group that would just do all the work. So, the 
thirty-seven percent of students who did not enjoy cooperative learning consisted 
of students who were in the upper echelon of academics. 
The teacher survey results proved to be more of a surprise to me. One 
hundred percent of the teachers said they have taught using cooperative learning 
techniques, and ninety percent even said that they prefened it. I was a little taken 
aback by the notion that they prefened it. However, as I began my first year 
teaching, I began to understand their way of thinking a little more. 
Cooperative learning is described as a structured, systematic instructional 
strategy in which small groups work together toward a common goal. Several 
words in that statement should definitely be taken into consideration before 
having students participate in any kind of group work. 
"Structured" is an element that I struggled with during my first two years a 
teacher. I could not understand why students and teachers alike were fans of 
cooperative learning as it was such a headache for me. I could never get the 
ingredients right for a successful cooperative learning experience. I was 
completely unaware that my teachers, whether obviously or not, had always 
specifically designed the cooperative learning technique they chose for each 
specific class. When I began teaching, I tried to teach every class in the same 
manner. However, this was a mistake. Once I learned how to structure 
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cooperative learning techniques for each class, I was more successful with the 
outcome of the activities. The students benefited more from the experience, and I 
was able to maintain a small potiion of my sanity. 
Lastly, cooperative learning techniques were also difficult for me to 
master until I grasped that all students should be completely aware of the common 
goal which they were to accomplish. The students in any cooperative learning 
situation have to be able to understand the relevance of their role in the group. 
They also have to take stock in the activity. In any activity that a teacher presents 
to students, the students should be able to relate it to their lives in some fashion. 
The same notion applies for cooperative learning activities. Students should be 
fully aware that the cooperative learning assignment is presented to them for 
reasons other than to socialize. They need to have an assignment that will keep 
them busy and stimulated. 
Teaching using cooperative learning techniques can prove to be harder on 
a new teacher than he or she bargains for. However, in most cases, students do 
benefit for various reasons when working with groups. They not only learn · 
invaluable social skills, but they also learn from the actual teaching they do within 
the groups. It is said that one retains ninety percent of what one teaches. 
Therefore, the more activities a teacher can provide for students to teach one 




Confessions ofa QVC Junkie 
Ahhh ... shopping! Something I once loved. The window displays, the feel of 
new clothing fabrics, and the smell of new shoes used to entice me. However, over 
the years, I have become less enthusiastic about the shopping experience. I detest the 
crowded parking lots and the inept drivers who can't seem to park within the lines. 
Loud, shrieking children playing hide-and-seek inside the racks of clothes make me 
want to strangle their oblivious mothers. For these reasons and many more, I no 
longer enjoy going shopping. I simply want to stay home on my days off to relax and 
enjoy some quiet time. Yet, I still have a craving to buy things. As a result, I have 
discovered there is nothing like shopping in the privacy of my home, lying on the sofa 
in my pajamas, remote in hand, twenty-four hours a day, seven days a week, ifI like. 
Despite reservations to expose my hidden secret, it is time that I come clean. 
My name is Lisa Light, and I am a QVC junkie. Quality, Value, Convenience. I'm 
not a recovering junkie, mind you, for I still practice my habit everyday. 
It all began several years ago while I was home recuperating from minor 
surgery. While innocently flipping through the television channels, I noticed a 
stunning young lady modeling the most gorgeous sterling silver necklace I had ever 
seen (I love silver jewelry). I was captured by its glimmering strands of brightly 
polished, flat oval links and its lobster claw clasp. I listened intently as the show host 
articulately described its every detail. Only $32.57 plus shipping and handling. What 
a bargain for that sensational piece of jewelry! The host convinced me that ordering 
item number JI 0978 was simple and easy. After a quick search for my handy-dandy 
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credit card, I ordered this eye-catcher through the push of a few buttons on the 
telephone, 1-800-345-1515. 
Over the next few days, I continued to tune in to this new-found form of 
shopping as I waited impatiently for my purchase to arrive. Later that week, I greeted 
my new friend, the UPS man, who was at the front door with my very first QVC 
package. Oh, item number J\0978 was exquisite! I was hooked. How could I not 
be? I simply could not get enough of watching these amazing hosts so eloquently 
show me things that I desperately needed. 
As time passed and the Information Superhighway became more popular, 
shopping online became my drug of choice, www.qvc.com. I must confess; I often 
watch QVC on TV while simultaneously surfing its Web site to see if there is 
something else I need. Like the other day, as soon as I came home from work, I 
lazily plopped onto the sofa, clicked to Channel 030, grabbed my laptop, and logged 
on. And there it was ... Today's Special Value ... available for $329 and some change. 
Ifl remember correctly, here's the general picture ... 
Show Host: Ladies and Gentlemen, Today's Special Value sold out the last 
time we aired it. It is sleek, elegant, easily movable, and powe,ful. Our 
Portable Air Conditioner with Remote Control; I 1,000 BTUs; Retail Value 
$545.00; QVC Price $399.00; Today's Special Value $329.40 and 4 easy 
payments o/$82.35 with a major credit card or Q-Card. Over 24,000 have 
been ordered today ... 
Wow! This thing might come in handy ... 
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Show Host: It's virtually maintenance ji'ee. A perfect portable air 
conditioner. Less than 50 pounds and only 24 inches high. What a value at 
$329.40 ... 
Hmmm ... Should I call my mom and let her in on Today's Special Value? I'll bet she 
can use one of these ... 
Show Host: The price is good only until midnight Eastern time. It's a great 
value. Let's say hello to Ma,y Nell fi'om Arkansas. Hello, Mary Nell, how 
are you? What made you finally decide to get Today's Special Value? 
Who cares about Mary Nell? I wonder if I should order this. Sounds like a really 
good deal... 
Mary Nell (OVC Call-in Customer): Well, Iain 't been home today. My son 
was bein' ordained. He's gonna be a preacher. We 're so proud of him. That 
there air-conditioner ... 
Show Host: Okay, Folks, this is your final opportunity to get Today's Special 
Value. Oops! It's sold out. Be sure to get on the wait list. 
Incidentally, I know all the show hosts; Lisa Robertson and Mary Beth Roe 
are my favorites. I have read their bios, so I feel like I really know them. What an 
envious job they have! I wonder if they get free stuff all the time - clothes, shoes, 
makeup, swivel mops, wrinkle erasers, etc. I wonder how much money they earn. I 
wonder if I could be a QVC show host? 
To further emphasize my addiction, I tune in every Saturday to A.M Style, a 
lineup of clothes and cosmetics for the fashion forward, high-maintenance woman 
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like me. I never miss P.M Style on Monday nights with Lisa Robertson. She feeds 
my addiction with the latest city chic, feminine, flirty, urban, and sophisticated 
fashion styles from QVC's special clothing lines such as Dialogue and Modern Soul. 
She is so down to earth; she understands me; she knows me. 
Oh, my sweet husband (He says that I am high maintenance). How does he 
deal with my QVC obsession? IfI remember correctly, here's the usual routine ... 
Out of the comer of his eyes, he looks at me, sighs, and falls asleep in his 
recliner as I listen to Lisa describe the Denim & Co. Classic Waist Stretch One Pocket 
Crop Pants; Retail Value $35; QVC Price $22 and some change ... 
Okay, I have admitted my addiction. I am a QVC junkie. I feel better ... I 
wonder about Today's Special Value. Ding! Ding! Wait. .. Gotta go ... I think that's 
the UPS man. 
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My Rituals 
I picture myself alone in my golden years surrounded by my cats. Depressing. If I 
allow my mind to wander further, I envision them lazily grooming and puning as if 
they are "purrfectly" content, curled beside my dead-as-a-doornail, cold, lifeless 
body, reposed on the sofa. Morbidly gross. 
I love cats. We have four of them. Big Kitty, White Kitty, Miss Kitty, and Gray 
Kitty; three females, one male. Those are their names. For real. They came to us on 
separate occasions, each with his or her own sad story. What else could I do? (My 
husband sure thought of a few ideas.) 
As is true with most cats, each has his or her own personality, or I should say, 
multiple personalities. Big Kitty wants to be stroked only when he gives the okay, 
which is usually signaled by one complete circle and a half-meow. Although he 
declares himself far superior than the girls, he is really a wimp. If ever a stranger 
comes into the house, he crouches on the floor and, like a blur, darts under the nearest 
bed and hides until the coast is clear. What a scaredy-cat. 
White Kitty is the friendliest, sweetest, yet most passive of all four. She is the one 
who adorned a feeding tube attached to her neck for six weeks due to a diagnosed 
liver disease. We nursed her back to health night and day for two months. On the 
other hand, Miss Kitty is the extrovert; she is into everyone's business. Nothing gets 
past her. Gray Kitty is the feminine one with long, silky, gray hair and beautiful, 
green eyes. However, she is a follower, and we must watch her closely for sneaky 
antics toward the others. 
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Because cats are independent creatures, they perform their own separate activities 
while we are at work. We believe their daily agendas consist mostly of sleep, sleep, 
and more sleep. However, when we are home, they demand certain rituals. 
Ritual #1 - Wake Up Call: Wake up time usually occurs around 4:00 A.M. long 
before the alarm sounds. Without wasting time, Big Kitty and White Kitty jump on 
the bed and land on our heads, stomachs, or whichever body parts are positioned 
within their landing zones. Big Kitty nudges our noses with his own little wet nose, 
while Miss Kitty attempts to lie across my neck puning way too loudly for 4:00 A.M. 
Ritual #2 - Breakfast Time: Regardless if they have food in their bowls, the kitties 
demand fresh, new food for breakfast. Dry food, of course. (Canned food is for 
dinner.) All four gather around two bowls and crunch for a while. The only milk 
drinker is Big Kitty. He lets us know when he is ready for milk by giving us his 
special "milk" meow. It is different from any of his other meows in that it is a raspy, 
low toned meow that almost sounds like the word, milk. "Mmm-il." 
Ritual #3 - Chasing the Light: Chasing the light is a special time of morning 
expected by the girls. Big Kitty believes he is far too grown-up to chase the light; he 
thinks the girls are stupid. My husband or I, whether we are running late for work or 
not, click the button of a small laser light and shine the tiny beam on the floor. As 
soon as the red dot zips and zaps across the floor, the chase begins. I imagine the 
kitties thinking .. . Run, run, run! Stop! Whoa, Nellie! Slide ... no traction. Can't get 
my grip ... There it is. Left, right, no, left! I've got it! Hey, where'd it go? Catching 
the light, catching the light. I'm gonna catch it; catching the light. 
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Ritual #4: Digging for Buried Treasure: This ritual consists ofme scooping out 
clumps of cat poo and pee from their two litter boxes. I perform this ritual at least 
twice daily, more if necessary. That's all I'll say about that. 
Ritual #5: Kitties, I'm Home: In my most annoying, babyish voice, this is the typical 
conversation every afternoon ... Kitties, I'm home! Hey, Kitty, Girl! What 'choo 
doin '? What did you do today, Big Boy? Hmmmm? Did you sleep? Did you watch 
the birds? Did you see a bug, Miss Kitty? Are you hung1y? Hmmmm? You want 
some Chunky Chicken or Seafood Supreme? 
Ritual #6: Running Fits: We have yet to figure out this one. Typically, either Big 
Kitty or Miss Kitty, for unknown reasons, suddenly tears out into a running fit. These 
fits only occur at night while we are watching television. Big Kitty and White Kitty 
suddenly dash upstairs and then back down, into the kitchen, from there to the 
bedroom, and then back upstairs. They do not chase anyone or anything, nor are they 
being chased themselves. They simply run like the devil from one end of the house to 
the other. Miss Kitty usually ends her Tazmanian run as she jumps into the armoire 
that houses our TV, for there is a space on each side of the TV just small enough for 
her to stick out her head and schizophrenically peer at us like Jack Nicholson in The 
Shining. 
Ritual #7: Bed Time: Each kitty has his or her favorite sleeping spot for the night. 
Gray Kitty is the first to claim her space - right smack in the middle of our bed. Miss 
Kitty sleeps on the left side ofmy legs, Big Kitty to my right. As for White Kitty, 
she's a loner. We're never quite sure where she sleeps. 
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I love my kitties. I can't imagine life without these special little furry friends. As 
my husband and I grow older in our empty nest, we find that the kitties ente1iain and 
keep us company with the rituals they have trained us to follow. Our lives would be 






The Magic of the Markers 
,Have you ever seen Leave it to Beaver, the black and white 'fifties-based 
sitcom that portrays the wholesome Cleaver family? The show stars Ward, the bread-
winning father; June, the beautiful and domestic housewife; Wally, the seemingly 
cool yet sometimes awkward teenager; and "the Beave," the mischievous and curious 
little brother. While on the air, this great American fictional family served as a role 
model for the typical American family to emulate. The show endorsed upright moral 
principles, loving yet firm parenting skills, and promoted happy, healthy marriages, 
but times have changed in the forty-four years since the show went off the air. The 
majority of today's families are either divorced or consist of single parents, and many 
children seem to rule the roost with cocky attitudes. However, despite these changes, 
my family, the Markers, have managed to stay more traditional. 
I come from a "Cleaveresque" type family; my parents, Mike and Cathy, have 
been married for almost forty years and are more in love today than when they met. 
While I was growing up, my father worked and provided for my family, while my 
mother stayed at home to take care of my two older brothers and me. Like the 
Cleavers, they parented with love and instilled moral values in each of us. They were 
fair, yet firm when we were children, and have served as the model around which I 
have molded my adult life. This is not to say, though, that my family is perfect. The 
family dynamics and moral aspects ofmy childhood may have resembled that of 
black and white wholesome television, but there were some distinct difference 
between June and Ward and Mike and Cathy. Personalitywise, my parents are 
unique. 
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My father is an exceptional man. As a little girl in pigtails, I remember 
thinking that he was the smartest man I had ever met. Twenty-five years later, I still 
believe that to be true. There is hardly a trivia question he cannot answer, and he is 
filled to the brim with intriguing, miscellaneous information. He works as a professor 
at a four-year university where he imparts knowledge to others for a living. Do not, 
however, confuse his studiousness with dullness. He has a one-of-a-kind personality, 
and it only seems to flourish with time. 
Unlike Ward Cleaver, my father does not simply come home from work 
expecting to find peace and quiet by reading the paper, watching the news, and 
smoking cigars. My father has personality, and it is that personality that makes him 
so enjoyable. He is known in my family for his distinct and often hilarious qualities. 
One is buying in bulk. My father will buy anything in bulk, the more the better. 
Some of his favorite items to buy in bulk are cl_othes, especially if they are on sale. 
One year for Christmas, I received four pair of overalls, all exactly alike in different 
colors. A few years later, he bought me, my mother, and my sister-in-laws matching 
candy pink leather jackets. He decided that since the jackets were on sale and were 
such a good deal that he would go back to the store to get us the purple and green 
jackets, purchasing a total of nine altogether. Most recently, he decided it was time 
for a new car. He bought three cars in the span of about a month, two just alike. On 
Tuesdays, he goes early to the local movie store to rent all of the new releases at 
once, despite the fact that the movies almost always go unwatched and incur a late 
fee. 
Another endearing quality that I love about my father is his love for 
everything western. Most men go through a mid-life crisis when they get older and 
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feel the need to buy a sports car. Not my father; instead, he turned into John Wayne. 
To my mother's dismay, he converted my old bedroom into a "cowboy room" after I 
moved out, and has become proficient at twirling cap guns. Because I live next door 
to my dad, I occasionally see him checking the mail in his athletic shorts, western hat, 
cowboy boots, and gun holster. I think this love for cap guns and cowboys actually 
comes from his childhood memories of watching westerns on black and white 
television. As Cleaveresque as my father may be, I hardly believe that Ward would 
ever buy a woman's fashion belt simply because the color of the leather matches his 
gun holster. 
These funny quirks are just the tip of the iceberg. My father is like a one man 
paparazzi, taking so many pictures that my family automatically poses when he walks 
in the room in anticipation of the picture that is sure to follow. He has been known to 
buy candy bars and hide them in my mother's dishes and even in empty Oat Bran 
cereal boxes so that others will not eat them. He has the gift of gab and can go on for 
hours about pretty much any subject, and he enjoys more than anything spending 
quality time with those he loves. This love is most evident when he is around his 
children. Despite the fact that I am twenty six, have been man-ied for three years, and 
am supported generously by my husband, my father still feels the need to help me 
financially. In fact, he does this with my brothers also, who are twenty-eight and 
thirty-five. He frequently deposits money into our bank accounts and gives us 
spending cash. It is not that we are spoiled. Quite the contrary; we try to convince 
him this is not necessary, but he does it out of love, not necessity. It is these qualities, 
along with so many very funny other ones, that make my father such a sweet, loving 
role model. 
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My mother is also filled with personality and compassion. I have always 
hoped to be as caring a mother to my future children as she has always been to me. 
Like June Cleaver, she is an excellent homemaker, and although growing up my 
mother didn't vacuum in pearls and heels, she did always have dinner on the table for 
my family when we a1Tived home from school each day. Unlike June Cleaver, her 
decision to stay at home with her family was not simply based on the notion that a 
woman's place was in the home. Her role as stay at home mom was the result of an 
unfortunate eye disease known as retinitis pigmentosa (RP). At the age of thirty two, 
she began suffering from this genetic disease and has had to learn to cope with 
narrowing vision while also raising a family. Although she is not completely blind, 
she is very limited visually, cannot drive, and must be helped when navigating 
unfamiliar territories. 
Like June, her attitude is always cheery. She never complains about the often 
hilarious mishaps she finds herself in due to her RP. In fact, my family loves to get a 
chuckle from them. When I was younger, she hung a coat over a lady's head because 
she could not see her sitting in the chair for which she was aiming. Another time she 
enthusiastically hugged a maintenance man that she mistook for my husband. At a 
restaurant, she once forced a lady, whom she thought was her girlfriend, into giving 
up her box of leftovers only to later spot her actual friend standing in a completely 
different location. On another occasion, she stood in line at what she thought was the 
Wal-Mart customer service desk for forty-five minutes only to discover she had 
mistakenly been standing behind a life size blow-up Shrek, and she has been known 
to show up in public wearing mismatching shoes or two different earrings. Despite 
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how disheartening all of these things may sound, and trust me, these are simply a few 
of the funny stories she has to tell, she still manages to laugh and take it in stride. 
My mother's determination and perseverance is like none other. On top of her 
eye problems, she also suffers from reoccurring chronic urticaria, better known as 
chronic hives. Although she does not have to deal with this every day, she has had to 
struggle with it greatly in the past. Nonetheless, her outlook on life is always 
positive. I enjoy all of the time I have ever spent with her. As a teenager, I was 
excited to start driving so that my mother and I could go shopping by ourselves. Now 
that I am older, I confide to her my hopes and dreams and even hang out with her on 
the weekends. I had just as soon be spending time playing Scrabble with my mother 
as I would doing anything else, partly because her word choices often provide comic 
relief, due to the fact that she is unable to see the entire board. She is the ultimate 
mom and friend, though not the type of parental friend that allows a child to run wild. 
Her abilities are amazing. She manages to keep an orderly house, provide multiple 
laughs for my family, and maintain loving friendships with her children, all while 
having fun doing it! She truly is a role model for moms that could give June Cleaver 
a run for her money. 
June and Ward Cleaver made television history by portraying the "ideal" 
family. Their contribution to TV history portrayed wholesome moral values, family 
togetherness, and perfect parenting skills. Based on what the Cleavers stood for, my 
family is about as close to "perfect" as one could hope for. Obviously, nuclear 
families do not necessarily equal happy families, and no family is perfect, including 
mine. My family, like all others, is susceptible to conflicts and clashes, and unlike 
the Cleavers, not every disagreement in my house can be solved within a timely thirty 
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minutes. Nonetheless, I was lucky enough to grow up in a home where fights were 
few and far between and love was expressed openly. I can only hope that one day my 
children will think back to their home life with the same fondness that I feel for mine. 
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Using Active Reading as a Tool for Learning 
Two years ago, I stepped into my first classroom as an instrnctor of English. 
Mixed with both nervousness and excitement, I set out to make a difference as a 
facilitator of knowledge. I soon learned that the students were not the only ones who 
had a great deal to learn. Why? Most students don't like to read. Unlike myself, 
many college students are uninterested and often discouraged by the challenges they 
face in the English classroom. Having always been an avid reader and a fan of all 
things English, it took some time for me to adjust to the fact that so many students are 
grammatically deficient, petrified of writing, and put off by reading. I trnly believe 
that these deficiencies go hand in hand, meaning that students who are grammatically 
inept often also do not read, simply because they cannot comprehend the words on 
the page. In turn, by avoiding reading, these students never get the chance to learn by 
example the correct way to organize their thoughts and use grammar in their own 
writing. This causes the students to become stunted in their cognitive thinking skills 
because they do not have anything to think critically about. Therefore, it is important 
to get students to become better readers and more involved in what they read because 
it has a direct correlation to their grammatical skills and writing abilities. How do we 
as educators do this? By following the steps of active reading, students can become 
engaged in the text they are reading, improve cognitive thinking skills, improve 
abilities to analyze literature, broaden vocabulary, improve grammar, and produce 
more coherent papers. 
In the article entitled "Students' Response to Active Learning Strategies" by 
authors Lee Fox-Cardamone and Scarlett Rue, they note that "while the term 'active 
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reading' can be defined in many ways, a simple definition sees this approach as 
involving students both actively doing things and thinking about what they are doing" 
(3). I first became familiar with the term active reading as a graduate student and 
discovered that one form of active reading involves a series of five steps that are all 
focused on getting students actively engaged with their classroom assignments, as 
well as helping them to voice their opinions and thoughts about the assignment with 
other students in the classroom. Although I have long since forgotten the name of the 
book from which I learned about active reading, I did retain the information necessary 
to implement this technique into my classroom as a tool to improve comprehension. 
Active reading is enlightening. I use it in conjunction with group work to help 
students better understand assigned material. I have found that it has been especially 
useful in helping students understand a novel they otherwise may be leery of, such as 
Jon Krakauer's action adventure novel Into Thin Air. This novel initially was only 
meant to be a magazine article about the growing commercialism on Everest, but after 
a devastating set of events, Krakauer was inspired to write a tell-all book about the 
most tragic Everest expedition in history. When I first assigned this text, I assumed 
that the students would connect to it because it provided suspense for the girls, yet 
was masculine enough for the boys. I was wrong. I soon realized that it would take 
more to get my students interested in it than just an interesting plot line. I then began 
implementing active reading in subsequent English classes so as to peak students' 
interest, and more importantly, raise comprehension. What I found is that most 
students, once they had actively become engaged with the text, better understood and 
appreciated the book and were more willing to give it a chance. As for those students 
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who still disliked the novel, they could better pinpoint the reasons for their contempt, 
instead of simply saying "because." 
Active reading is made up of five steps that all promote learning. Before 
assigning a text, I discuss with my students the individual steps of active reading. 
Once we start reading, we begin going over each step in depth. Soon after assigning 
Into Thin Air, I am met with complaints and confusion as to what is going on in the 
story. The novel takes place on Mount Everest and the surrounding regions including 
Nepal, China, Tibet, and Katmandu, which are usually very unfamiliar areas to most 
students. I realized after teaching this novel the first time, I needed to get my students 
acquainted with the background of the novel before they would ever be able to 
comprehend the plot. This I call a precursor to active reading. I place my class into 
small groups, which I believe also helps students' comprehension, and have the 
groups briefly investigate the geographical region and cultural history in which this 
story takes place. Because the location of the novel is one of the main problems 
students have with being able to understand the plot, this activity allows them to form 
an understanding for the setting of the novel before they ever begin reading. This 
activity can be done in many different ways. Sometimes I have student groups write 
down what they think they know about this region of the world and then research it to 
see if they were right. As a class, we also briefly discuss Krakauer's history as a 
writer, which includes a lot of outdoors adventure reporting, so students will be 
familiar with his particular style of writing. 
Once students have researched the novel's background, it is then time to begin 





most difficult step to get students to comply with. As an incentive for committing 
time to the novel, I often test students on their basic plot knowledge, keeping in mind 
their possible confusion. Other ways of enticing students could be by having them 
become involved with small group discussions or even requiring them to submit 
"entrance slips" based on questions or comments about the novel before permitting 
them to class. Whatever the method may be, if I do not figure out some way to get 
my students to actively commit time and participate in the reading of a novel, they 
will simply sit back and never even try to clarify their confusion. 
Again, I find that group learning helps students to feel more comfortable 
voicing their opinions concerning the novel and can even encourage them to commit 
more time to the novel so as not let their group down. According to Fox-Cardamone 
and Rue, "researchers such as Rosenthal (1990) note that active-learning approaches 
are inherently more democratic, allow more student autonomy and activity and 
encourage broader and deeper meaning" (3). 
The second step of active learning is to become familiar with the plot. As a 
result of the background research my class does within their small groups, many 
students have an easier time understanding the confusing plot. Krakauer's tragic novel 
intricately recounts the multiple errors and mistakes made on the mountain leading up 
to the Everest disaster. He uses tedious description and litters the story with 
confusing flashbacks to recap each individual's contribution to the disaster. It is 
inevitable that students will feel confused about what they are reading, so I have them 
become actively engaged with their text by jotting down questions they have 
concerning the plot. After that, they work within their small groups to sort out the 
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questions. This group work allows them to interact with others and improve their 
comprehension on their own without having to be fed the info1mation by me, the 
instructor. Fox-Cardamone and Rue state: 
Historically, higher education has been viewed as the process of an instructor 
filling students with knowledge: the 'student as sponge phenomenon' ... From 
this vantage point, the professor is seen as the expert who will impart 
knowledge, and the students are the sponges who will absorb the professor's 
wisdom. In recent years, however, the mantra of higher education involves 
moving students away from being sponges and toward more involvement in 
their own education, In fact, the National Institute of Education identified 
active learning as the Number 1 priority in American higher education. (3) 
The third step of active reading requires students to define unknown words. 
So often, students will pass over words they are unfamiliar with, resulting in a lack of 
understanding of the overall story. Krakauer's novel is peppered with mountain 
climbing jargon and unfamiliar words so as to tell his narrative accurately. It is 
imperative for students to become familiar with these words so that they can better 
relate to the storyline. Again in groups, students record questionable words and 
define them; they then discuss the use of these words with other group members to 
ensure comprehension. As a class, we discuss and compare the jargon and how it 
impacts the story. Words that were unfamiliar, such as "Sherpa" and "Western 
Cwm," or even more common words like "acclimatize," now make sense and do not 
hinder, but rather support students' abilities to comprehend the storyline. I encourage 
students to also annotate in their novels so they can quickly reference twists in plot 
Mecham 110 
lines or questionable words. The great pait about this step is that it will help to 
broaden students' overall vocabulary banks. Although I do not require my students to 
take vocabulary quizzes based on the story's jargon, it is an option some teachers may 
consider. 
Step four, annotating the text, is an extension of step three. I honestly believe 
that annotating is one of the quickest ways to comprehension. Although it sounds 
like common knowledge, many students would never attempt to take notes while they 
read. I encourage my students to take notes by allowing them to use their annotated 
copies of the novel on their essay test that is derived from the text. They feel as 
though they have been given a chance to "cheat," but in reality, they had to do the 
work of annotating, hence becoming active with the text. I also encourage them not 
to become too bogged down with note taking and to always take notes in conjunction 
with high-lighting and underlining. The simple act of annotating will cause a rise in 
students' grades. Because the plot jumps around so often and there are so many 
different and important characters, the act of annotation helps the student to stay 
organized. It also allows students to develop their own thoughts and ideas about a 
novel; often, these are ideas and thoughts they didn't even realize they had. 
The fifth step of active reading is actually a culmination of the entire process 
as a whole, becoming a critical thinker. Critical reading is active reading. Many 
students are unable to critically think on their own. When I ask my students to think 
critically about why Krakauer wrote the novel, many just shrug their shoulders. 
Others merely summarize the plot. With some prodding, though, students begin to 
uncover the deeper meanings and themes of the novel. Krakauer set out to write only 
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about commercialism, but ended up learning a great deal more about the power of 
Everest, the importance of teamwork, the compassion or lack thereof concerning 
others, survivor's remorse and the responsibility of actions. One exercise that often is 
useful in pushing critical thinking is to ask who is specifically to blame for the 
tragedy of the story. Because the Everest tragedy was the culmination of multiple 
missteps, miscalculations, and mistakes and cannot be easily blamed on one person or 
thing, most students use this as a catalyst to begin thinking critically. Critical 
thinking requires them to form criticisms and opinions about the work at hand. With 
active reading, students are already halfway home to critical thinking. The students 
who have participated in the four previous steps of active reading are better able to 
make critical connections with the text than those who merely pick up the novel and 
quickly read it one time through. 
After students have completed the steps of active reading, they are then able to 
understand the novels background, the writer's style, the basic plot, the unfamiliar 
vocabulary, and can critically think about the themes, ideas, and purpose for the 
novel. Student groups help to play an important role in the overall process of active 
reading. Janet Allen's book, Yellow Brick Roads: Shared and Guided Paths to 
Independent Reading 4-12, explores and analyzes a very similar technique to active 
reading known as guided reading. She notes that guided reading helps "students to 
make critical connections between texts and readers" (Allen 80). She goes on to 
quote Margaret Mooney's description concerning the purpose of guided reading, 










question, consider altematives, and make informed choices as they seek meaning" 
(qtd, in Allen 81). 
When Into Thin Air is first assigned, most students think negatively about it; 
however, after having my students become so actively involved with the text, their 
opinions almost always change. Even those who still do not like this story are able to 
develop some admiration for the heartfelt plot. Active reading allows students to 
learn to not only read for content, but also for context and comprehension. After all is 
said and done, most students feel proud of themselves for having accomplished what 
they feel is a large feat, rea4ing and understanding an entire book. Once students 
have successfully applied the steps of active reading to a work and have gained 
knowledge about what they have read, they are then ready to apply their new 
understanding of the work to their own personal writing, 
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Looking back through the pinhole of my memory, I can see myself skating up 
the sidewalk toward my friend Sandra's house. Sandra was older and more physically 
mature than I was; therefore, I simply idolized her. When I remember this event, I 
never see myself skating down the street; I am always going up the street and away 
from my home. I think this tells me something about myself. 
Since this event happened in the late 'fifties, I have on a red, circular skirt and a 
black sweater. I always wore my hair in a ponytail pulled tightly back so my hair 
would not fall in my face. Even though I thought of myself as an expert skater, falling 
down was inevitable. Can you imagine falling down with a big, red, circular skirt 
flying up over your head as you land on the hard concrete? Speaking of concrete, I 
considered myself extremely lucky to have had a concrete sidewalk to skate on. My 
cousin who lived in the country only had hard, packed dirt roads on which to skate. 
My skates were not in-line skates or boot skates, of course. They were plates of 
metal in the shape of a shoe, expandable to accommodate various shoe sizes, and they 
came with a key to tighten the clamps that held the skates tightly against my foot. The 
key, always worn around my neck on a red ribbon, was a cherished possession 
because if! lost my key, I could not skate, and skating, at the age of eight was 
freedom. 
At this point in my life, I realize what I was skating away from, but then, I 







Ode to a Fifth Grade Writing Teacher 
Teaching writing to a fifth grade class is a daunting task, to say the least. 
However, armed with a pen, pencil, lesson-plan book, and an iron will, one can 
achieve success. Reading has become such a large part of the elementary classroom. 
Therefore, over half of the academic day is spent on reading instruction, and because 
of the recent emphasis on reading, writing has taken the back seat except in fifth 
grade where writing abilities are first tested. Burns states that writing is practically 
inseparable from reading and should be included as part of the language arts 
cuniculum (3). As a teacher of fifth grade for the past twenty years, I think I can 
calm some of your jittery anxieties about teaching fifth grade writing. 
The first thing to do is plan. Plan what goals you want your students to achieve 
and what strategies you are going to use to achieve them. The second thing to do is 
practice. Practice writing something everyday. Whether they write an essay, a poem, 
a response to a question, or a research report, hold students to good writing pra:-tices. 
Remember, the prerequisite to being a good writing teacher is to write. The same 
holds true with students: practice, practice, practice. The third thing to do is pray. 
Prayer goes a long way, especially when you and all of your predecessors have 
worked so hard and the students still don't know a noun from a verb. Good luck, and 
let's get started. 
Planning, now where do we start? Let's first decide what writing level the fifth 
graders should be at the end of the year. Well, we certainly can't forget the State 
Writing Assessment. The goal of that test is for them to be able to write an 


















all at a passing level. We, as dedicated, diligent fifth grade teachers on the other 
hand, want them to exceed that standard and have a good time doing it. There are 
several models available in professional writing books, system continuums, and even 
outlines on the Internet to guide us through a yearly plan of what concepts should be 
taught and in what sequence to present them. 
Next, let' s plan how we are going to get there. The logical place to start is 
with a sentence. Teach them first how to write a complete sentence. I know this 
sounds simplistic, but it is surprising how often fifth grade students will try to pass off 
a fragment as a complete thought. Include in this step the various types of sentence 
structures and the different placement of figurative language, phrases, clauses, and 
strong verbs to enhance a sentence. We want them to be able to express themselves 
vividly and expressively. 
The fabric of writing, of course, is vocabulary. Students must continue to 
enlarge their writing vocabulary throughout the year. For the student to take 
ownership of the vocabulary, it must be made real to each student through the use of 
word walls, stretch charts, games, crosswords puzzles, and various other strategies 
that can be found in numerous publications. 
Next, let's move to paragraphs. Students perceive paragraphs as much less 
frightening than essays. The narrative paragraph seems, to me, to be the most natural 
first step. It seems that if they can talk, they can write a narration. In fact, it has been 
my experience that the students that talk the most are the better writers; they seem to 
have a love and a need for words and communication. At this point, punctuation and 



















narrative paragraphs, move to expository and descriptive writing. Don' t try to 
reinvent the wheel; utilize the wonderful literature and activity books available on the 
market, talk to colleagues, search the Internet, and read literature written by authors 
who have had the experience in the classroom. Once the needed skill has been 
identified, it is not hard to find material to teach that skill. Students should have been 
taught the three modes of writing that will be tested on the State Writing Assessment: 
narrative, descriptive, and expository before entering fifth grade, but that is not 
always the case. You will quickly detect what the students know through their 
writing. 
Give them various ways to share their writing. Response groups allow them to 
share with their peers and classmates; writers' theater allows them to share with their 
friends, teachers, parents and relatives. Displaying their writing also gives them a 
sense of accomplishment and pride. Also, available on the Internet are sites where 
students can post and share their compositions with other students and teachers across 
the nation. 
I think you will find that fifth grade is a pivotal grade in the education of young 
people. They are beginning to break away from the primary mode into the 
intermediate. They begin to develop into individual personalities and enjoy 
expressing themselves in various ways. Give them guidelines, give them 
encouragement, give them freedom, but most of all, pray. Pray for them, for theirs is 
a future of the unknown, and pray for yourself because yours is the task of guiding 
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I . 
Oh! No! My memory is full, 
Flashes the computer screen one day. 
Oh! No! What will I do? 
I have so much to say. 
I panic, I cuss, 
I create such a fuss. 
I guess I'll have a technician 
To pay. 
I've never had this trouble before. 
I've always had plenty of room to store. 
Maybe my computer is old -
I'll put it in the pile to be sold 
Is it the same 
With my own personal brain? 
Is it flashing a message to me? 
"Your memory is replete. 
There's something you must delete." 












I think there are two kinds of people. There are writers, and there are readers. I am a 
reader. I know this because I read everything. No - really. I read everything within my 
sight all the time. I read cereal boxes and food cans. At the doctor's office, I confiscate 
all the magazines in the waiting room. Books are my passion. I roam around Barnes and 
Noble, eagerly reading as many of the lovely treasures as two grande lattes will allow. I 
also read street signs - out loud. My husband is constantly telling me to shut up in the 
car. Our conversations on any travel in a vehicle go like this: 
"Roy's Auto Sales. Buy Here. Pay Here," I say looking out the window. 
"Honey, you're reading out loud," Kyle says. "Stop please." 
"Judy's Craft Mart. U Bling 'Em Jeans-You Bring 'Em, We Bling 'Em," I continue. 
"Really, I have had enough," says Kyle, annoyed. "Shut up!" 
"Birmingham 20 miles. Mile Marker 25. Construction Zone Ahead. We're working 
for you ... ," I continue. 
Riding in the car is like an adventure in patience. My husband has no patience. He 
genuinely wants me to shut up. 
My husband is a writer. No - really. He writes professionally. In other words, he is 
paid to write. Little old ladies in our town stop him on the street and talk to him about his 
weekly column for the newspaper where he is employed. His mastery of the English 
language is really a thing of beauty, and I am incredibly proud of him. I must confess that 
to have my husband admired by so many little old ladies is somewhat exciting. He is a 
rock star in the community because he is able to communicate in a very entertaining and 
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enlightening style. He repo1ts on the business in our county and he keeps his fans ... uh, 
readers ... informed of the happenings that affect their lives. He has solid reporting skills, 
and his picture is in the newspaper every week. Everyone knows that he is a writer. In 
essence, we are the perfect couple. He writes, and I read. 
We both applied for the JSU Writing Project. I knew that he would be accepted. 
When I received my letter of acceptance, he asked the inevitable question. 
"Did you tell those people that you are a reader?" 
My husband knows me very well. The thought of putting anything down on paper 
that resembles my thoughts sends me into a deep flop sweat. No - really. Paper and pen 
send shivers of intense emotion down my spine. I strut to feel nauseated. Sitting in front 
of a computer and tapping away on the keys becomes an exercise in swimming. The 
perspiration begins beading on my upper lip, and before I know it, cascades of sweat and 
sweet talcum powder are rolling off me, drenching my clothes, and I aJil drowning in a 
river of my own creation. My heait is pounding so loudly that I know any second I am 
going to keel over with a heart attack. I had been accepted into a month-long workshop 
where I would spend five days a week, eight hours a day working on writing. People 
would read my writing. I think he was a little concerned. 
I teach literature in the public school system, which is perfect for me. I can share the 
joy of reading with my students. Novels, short stories, essays, magazines, newspapers, 
graphic novels, cereal boxes .. .It is heavenly to share the written word with my students. 
The catch is that I also must teach them to write. I need the practice of writing to teach 
my students to write. In the education business, we call this modeling. If I want my kids 
to write, I have to show them how to write. 
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As I write this, I have survived my first day of the JSU Writing Project. I navigated 
the waters of my own fear and put something down on paper. I did not die. So far, the 
world continues to spin, and I am excited about the prospect of writing. Being a reader, I 
understand that the words are the journey, not the destination. After all, I haven't read all 




That Paula Deen! 
I love the Food Network. The genius that decided that we could spend our time 
watching other people cook and eat grabbed my attention from the first day my satellite 
was installed. The best part is nobody ever washes the dishes . 
My favorite celebrity host is Paula Deen. Surprise, Surprise-she happens to be from 
the South and a neighbor to my own home state, Alabama. 
She sauntered into my living room with a quick step and a lively personality. Her 
silver hair was teased and perfectly sprayed with Aqua Net. Her smile was outlined in red 
and speaking Southern, the language of my people. The excitement of hearing my native 
tongue thrilled me to my very toes. She talked about where I come from-the South. 
She spoke about a place filled with love, warmth and good coo kin'. 
"Hey ya'II," she drawls as she begins heating up the grease, frying up the pickles, and 
setting my taste buds to watering. 
I guess it is a cliche that here in the South we like grease. There isn't anything that we 
haven't thrown in a boiling vat of cholesterol and heart disease that isn't a Southern 
favorite. If we can fry it-we eat it. 
"This is just so heavenly I think I am going to bust a gut," she says, grease dripping 
off her fingers as she fills her mouth full of the sizzling delicacy. 
"Where is my dishrag?" she barks as she looks around to wipe the slippery hand. 
The minute she says "dishrag," tears spring to my eyes. There were many days as a 
child I helped my mama wipe down the dishes with a dishrag. 
"Kathy, what did you do with my dishrag?" Mama would always yell after looking 





she knew I was the last one to use it. I apparently never put it where she wanted it to be. 
She did this yelling-a lot. Paula reminded me of my mama, and my affection for Paula 
grew from her continuing my mama's Southern tradition on her show. 
I watched Paula's show everyday for at least three years. Through the magic of 
technology, I came to know about her family and where she lives. I watched very 
intimate moments just between us "girls." I was there when she married Michael, her 
cunent husband. I sent a card to Jamie, her son, when he married his childhood 
sweetheart. I sent a little present to her grandson when he was born. I know about the 
restaurant in Savannah, Georgia, called the Lady and Sons that both she and her sons own 
and operate, as well as the oyster bar her brother, Bubba, owns just down the road. I 
gained this knowledge from watching an electronic box that nurtured our relationship. 
Shoot, Paula was family. 
I heard there was a way to meet Paula, and watch her cook a meal, sit down, and 
visit. A few strokes on the old computer keyboard and I located the Paula Deen website. 
Paula's Cooking School was held on several dates posted on the site so all I had to do 
was decide when I wanted to have lunch with my friend. 
"I'm going to have lunch with Paula," I sang happily, tapping on the keys. 
A sizzle of an electronic second went by. 
"No openings on this date, please select another date," said the computer. 
"Do what? Doesn't Paula know I am coming?" I asked the computer screen. 
After several attempts at trying to hook up with my friend, the computer and I figured 
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"Will you be paying by Visa, MasterCard, or American Express?" the computer 
asked. 
"What do you mean pay? Tell Paula that I am coming!" I screamed at the computer. 
I glanced to the bottom of the screen to the amount the computer said I owed. 
"A thousand dollar lunch for my husband and me visiting with Paula! Are you 
kidding?" I sputtered. I looked at the date beside the amount. July 20, 2009. 
"Are you insane?" I screeched. "Paula must be really stuck on herself if she thinks 
I'm going to wait two years and pay out good money for nothin," I said indignantly to the 
computer. 
Righteous indignation is another Southern tradition. It is handed down from mother to 
daughter as is recognizing and knowing when someone is being uppity. Southerners don't 
like uppity, and Paula had crossed that line. More importantly, she had hmt my feelings. 
To this date, Paula and I have never had lunch. I can say that since I found out the 
high cost of friendship on TV, I don't watch her show as much as I did. Having a 
relationship through the advances of technology is, shall I say, one-sided. I assumed that 
Paula knew me and liked me because I thought I knew and liked her. I have to admit that 
she is a pretty savvy businesswoman. She has marketed the very essence of life in the 
South that includes warmth, love and friendship. She is selling, in a very impersonal 
medium, all those things that I hold dear. I foolishly believed that through the magic of 
technology, Paula was my friend. She sold it, and I bought it. 
The place where I am proud to be from is not for sale. My real friends do not 
charge me a dime for the companionship and the love they put into the food they set on 
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their table. You don't have to look at a television program to celebrate who and what you 











Where Did She Go? 
Who is this tall, cell-phone carrying, eyes-rolling, sassy girl who "hangs out" 
in her room all the time? Where did she come from? How did she get here? 
Certainly, she isn't the same child who loved outside picnics, who affectionately 
called me "Mommy," who thought I hung the moon, who giggled incessantly. Where 
is THAT child? 
Yes, I knew it would happen. I have braced for these teen years since she was 
born. Everyone said it would happen. Having taught middle and high school for 
fifteen years, I knew it could happen. And now, it has happened. I have a full-blown 
teenage daughter on my hands. 
First off, I'm too young to have a teenage daughter. I always thought of "old 
people" having teenagers. Adults who didn't understand what it means to be a kid. 
I'm hip. Hey, my favorite store is GAP! I'm not even forty yet! 
The changes were subtle at first. Thirteen and fourteen weren't that bad. She 
grunted a little more, forgot to say "yes ma'am" at times, and didn't keep her room as 
neat. Then, like a thief in the night, the daughter I knew had vanished. Gone to 
cheerleading practices, out with friends, !Ming on the computer. Telling half-truths, 
wearing skirts too short, avoiding Momma and Daddy. Now, only glimpses of her 
remain, especially when she needs twenty dollars to go to the movies. Or, if the 
Internet is down, she might come talk to us for a few minutes. 
Since she was young, many of our friends and quite a few strangers have told 





that she is beautiful? My adorable little red-headed toddler has morphed into a tall, 
leggy, stunning young woman. Her long strawberry-blond hair cascades over delicate 
tan shoulders. She's always received second glances because she is red-headed, dark 
eyed, and dark skinned. It's unusual, I know. 
A few weeks ago, she donned her new bikini while swimming in our backyard 
pool. When she stepped outside, my husband and I both exchanged looks, mainly of 
shock. How could one kid's body change that much in one year? I'm thinking a one-
piece skirted number would look much better. 
And yes, boys have chased after her, but she was never interested. That is, 
until now. Now, they call, they text, they instant message. All the time. At all hours. 
They tell her she's beautiful, and I can tell she loves the attention. So ...... now, what 
do we do? Do we bar the door? Suddenly, all teenage boys have become ........ the 
enemy. 
Sadly, there are times that I really don't like her very much, and I'm so 
overcome with guilt when I feel that way. She can be impatient, argumentative, and 
thoughtless. She can push our buttons so quickly that I need to step away and think 
before I speak. However, most of the time, I speak before I think, and then .... feel 
guilty even more. 
Thing ofit is, she's really a great kid. She isn't the body-pierced, foul-
mouthed, selfish, reckless teen you see on TV every day. She makes good grades and 
is kind. Each night, she hugs each family member and tells us that she loves us. She 
does her household chores, albeit not without considerable balking. Things could be 






I suppose my biggest concern is that I'll do the wrong thing. Hold on too 
tight, and then, she'll rebel. Give too much freedom, and she'll go wild. Where is 
that middle ground? How will I know when I'm being too tough or not tough 
enough? How will I ever be able to tmst a boy alone with my precious daughter? 
When she was a toddler, I knew change would come. I enjoyed each 
milestone we shared together- the first steps, first words, kindergarten. Now, it's 
different. First kisses, first dates, first heartbreaks. I was there for each of the early 
firsts. I know I won't be for these, and that stings. I want to protect her so 
desperately. 
I tell myself that there is a light at the end of this teenage tunnel. One day, she 
and I will be best friends. We'll shop together, tell each other secrets, and laugh 
about her teenage years. "Oh, Mom, remember that time you grounded me for a 
month? What was it I did?" I hold on to that, particularly when parenting seems 
tough. When it would be easier to overlook than discipline, when I demand respect, 
when I feel like I'm fighting a losing battle. 
I love this child, who mirrors so much of who I am. I want to give her the 
strong foundation she needs to become a wonderful and kind young woman. I take 
each day at a time, striving to do just that. With faith and determination, I'll get it 
right. In the meantime, I hold that tiny red-headed toddler dear to my heart. As for 












My husband who 
is a gentle and quiet soul 
has eyes that reveal a crystal blue truth 
once had hair the color of cotton 
asks little in return 
is my rock 
is my shelter 
worries about the future 
tells me I'm beautiful 
and tenderly strokes my back at the end 
of each day 
can't stop worrying about "his girls" 
is a devoted father 
gives me hope 
doesn't like doing dishes 
is tall and strong 
loves Barna and "The Bear" 
after twenty years, still makes my skin 
tingle upon his touch 




A Soldier's Battle 
Gray skies drape the crimson field 
Moans for a mother miles away 
Tragedy masked under billowing silver 
clouds 
Loneliness spirals in 
ringlets of 
despair 
Hope surges as pain 
slips 
away 
A new dawn draws closer as 







From the north, Vermont to be exact 
Came to Alabama 
Confused by words - "fixin," "crank," and "yonder" 
Fleeing an angry mother named Alice 
Her childhood was no Wonderland 
My Madonna 
Mother 
She married the wrong man first 
Not my daddy 
This man was angry and he shot her - to kill 
Wounded and with four children, she escaped once again 
My father was no prince, but he thought she was Cinderella 
My Madonna 
Mother 
Impressive, notable job at the Pentagon 
A military stint 
With memories of a caring father - none of a doting mother 
She set out to create them for us 
Life became a deluge of devotion, even with cancer assault (which she won) 
My Madonna 
Mother 
Always counted on for success, triumph 
My best friend 
Leaves a lasting impression on everyone - always 
If you can make it past the "Yankee" accent 






The Obsessive Compulsive Teacher 
I walked into my newly assigned classroom on the first day of school. It was 
my first day of teaching. I had been there before, of course, I spent the entire summer 
working frantically to get my room to look exactly the way I wanted it to. The fresh 
paint, new posters, and my desk with its infinite Post-Its and Expo markers lined up 
by color were all new and improved. I was to teach tenth-grade English and had my 
lesson plans ready to go and binders upon binders of notes and ideas stacked neatly in 
my closet. However, this day was going to be different. There would be students 
coming into this pristine shrine I had instantly claimed as my territory. 
The first teenager entered the room. She surveyed me curiously as I studied 
her intently and warily. 
"You're not Ms. Ray," she stated matter-of-factly. 
"No, she is one of the counselors now," I answered apprehensively. 
"Well, then why does my schedule sheet say Ms. Ray?" she countered. 
"Because I'm new," I responded. 
"Oh, well good luck with this group," she snidely replied as if she was not one 
of them herself. She sauntered over to the student desks which I had painstakingly 
lined up flawlessly the day before and rechecked that very morning to be sure that 
they were straight. The girl grabbed the desk and moved it back, slamming it into the 
others several times before she had it exactly where she wanted it. Then she plunked 
down unceremoniously and slung her huge backpack, her purse, and her cell phone 
on the floor in the aisle. Oh, the tmiure I felt at seeing my ideal little rows desecrated 
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by this adolescent hater of order. I took a deep breath and mentally prepared myself 
for the twenty-three others who would follow. 
It was not yet 7:55, so the students were still milling about, rushing to lockers, 
and the freshmen were confused, afraid, and avoiding eye contact. The next student 
to enter the door, another girl, was more to my liking. Without delay, she walked to 
the front row and sat in the first desk without rearranging anything on her way. 
She smiled and said, "You're young and pretty." 
"Thank you," I replied and thought to myself, "She gets an A." 
Then, in the next breath, she said, "When I read your name, I thought you 
would be old and ugly." 
"Okay, so maybe a B or a C," I thought. 
The first bell rang, and an onslaught of boys and girls rushed into the room, all 
of them curious to check out the new teacher. My room was chaos and disorder - my 
two least favorite things. 
"How old are you?" 
"What's your name?" 
"Are you gonna be hard?" 
"I gotta pee." 
"Can we eat in here?" 
All these questions, statements, and stares overwhelmed me. I went to my 
podium, where I felt some modicum of power, and loudly commanded everyone to 
have a seat. The tardy bell rang, and I had just begun to ttudge through the tedious 
class roll when the door swung open and a tall, lanky boy meandered in. 
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"Wasup?" he said lazily with a slow grin. As he strolled the classroom to find 
a seat to his liking, I walked over and shut the door-again. The first day had 
officially begun, and boy, was I in for it. 
Right away, the challenges began. The belated student was named Brandon, 
and he was going to test me, along with his crew of deviants. He immediately wanted 
to know why I had painted the classroom and made everything different. 
"Well," I answered, "I wanted it to look nice." 
"Well, it don't!" he commented scornfully. Secretly wounded, I quickly 
pointed out that he should have said "doesn't" and that I thought the room looked 
nice. 
"Besides, it's my room, not yours!" I faced the board to write the opening 
quotation and thought, "That was exceedingly mature of you -- arguing on the first 
day, over paint no less." The day continued with numerous trials and tribulations. 
One student had an asthma attack, and I was much more frightened than he was about 
it. Another came to me and confessed that he was terrified of new things and new 
people and told me, quite adamantly, that he must sit in the last row in the last seat. 
After I reassured him that this was fine, he hurriedly took his seat. Many more 
amusing, intimidating, and new things happened on this momentous day. I say 
momentous because for me it was. For many of the students, it was just another 
boring day of school, but the atmosphere did hold that first-day feeling of expectancy. 
The sounds of fresh school supplies being broken in, new clothes with tags still 
attached, and that charged air of anticipation abounded throughout the day. 
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I will never forget that initial day of teaching, and I will never have another 
first day. It flew by, and all of those that followed this past school year did the same. 
I felt as though I was in a whirlwind most of the time and was proud to be able to 
hold my head above water, albeit just barely. This terrifying group of adolescents 
known as "that awful tenth grade" instead became to me "my kids." I alternately 
loved them and hated them, and now that they are gone on to bigger things, I do miss 
them. We created bonds, friendships, and rewarding relationships. My obsession 
with neatness and order became an inside joke. The students would move one item 
on my desk just so they could watch to see how long it would take me to move it back 
to its original location. Nonetheless, I would not change my compulsion for neatness 
or their trickery. I believe it helps for these students to have some semblance of order 
in lives otherwise disrupted and I am proud to stake that claim. 
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Love's Labor Lost: 
Teaching Shakespeare with Student Portfolios 
Teaching Shakespeare fills scores of teachers with dread. This prolific writer 
of plays, sonnets, and more is so epic and unfathomable to legions that inviting him 
into the classroom is something many of us would rather not do. In fact, most of us 
would liken it to swimming in quicksand -- the more you struggle with it, the further 
you sink. In high school, and sometimes in the upper realms of middle school, 
students receive their first taste of this potent elixir known as "The Bard." Romeo 
and Juliet is primarily the first encounter with Shakespeare's plays for students. This 
tale of romance, violence, and tragedy is one that lingers with them for life. Ask 
anyone what he or she knows of Shakespeare, and most will respond with "Romeo, 
Romeo, wherefore art thou," etc. So, why is it so hard to make his other works stick? 
Student portfolios are one way to get students to remember what they have 
read and, more importantly, to comprehend the work. Teachers at all grade levels use 
portfolios because they are a simple way to capture students' attention. "One way to 
assemble a portfolio, and perhaps the most common, is simply placing selected 
materials into folders with the student's work" (Gibbs 27). Students of all ages can 
benefit from portfolios because they are able to be creative and have an anthology of 
the work they have completed. Often, teachers allow their students to decorate their 
portfolios and use them as an opportunity to display creative work. Hope J. Gibbs 
states, "New instructional approaches emphasizing the student's role in understanding 
what, why, and how they are doing have increased the value of portfolios" (27). 
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Juxtaposing something as simple as a portfolio with something as complicated as 
Shakespeare is a good way to introduce students to the works of Shakespeare. 
The Tragedy of Julius Caesar is the Shakespearean work tackled by tenth 
grade teachers across the realm. As a first-year teacher, I grappled with ideas and 
strategies for making this work come alive. In fact, I would have been satisfied with 
just getting them to comprehend this historical, significant play. A lesson that I 
decided to implement was studying Shakespeare through the use of portfolios. The 
students were given multiple assignments while the class was reading Julius Caesar. 
These assignments varied from vocabulary to in-depth examinations of the acts. Each 
student was required to keep up with these works and collect them in a folder - thus, 
their Shakespeare Portfolio. This was an excellent way for them to look back and see 
how their understanding of the play and their understanding of Shakespeare had 
progressed from start to finish. Gibbs points out, "A folder - paper or electronic -
containing a student's work from start to finish allows the teacher and the student to 
evaluate the strengths and weaknesses of various works" (27). The Shakespeare 
Portfolio consisted of teacher-assigned work along with creative pieces that the 
students inserted on a weekly basis as we read the play. This allowed for them to be 
innovative and artistic, while the other work ensured productivity and critical 
thinking. 
Student portfolios are an excellent way to guide students through difficult 
material and subject matter. It also gives them accountability and forces them to take 
responsibility for their work. "Students become active learners when they assume 
ownership of their learning" (Gibbs 27). Including portfolios in the study of 
Shakespeare's works is an excellent way to enhance student understanding. My 
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personal experience this past year with portfolios was a success. I found that the 
students enjoyed the control they were given over their folders. They also enjoyed 
having the ability to insert creative pieces into their portfolios. This lesson took away 
some of the fear surrounding The Tragedy of Julius Caesar for both my students and 
for myself. "Whatever medium or method is used, the value of developing a student 
portfolio is priceless" (Gibbs 27). I plan to continue implementing portfolios in my 
lessons and complementing our study of Shakespeare with the use of them. 
Works Cited 
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Even though Sister said so, 
Someone lied. 
He couldn't leave -
His boots are at the back door still; 
He couldn't work without them on. 
Even though Brother said so, 
Someone lied. 
He wouldn't leave -
His fishing rod's behind the door; 
He wouldn't leave his favorite one. 
Even though my friend said so, 
Someone lied. 
He didn't leave -
His cup is hanging on its hook. 
He didn't drink his coffee yet. 
Even though Mama said so, 
She's lying. 
Daddy isn't gone -
His little girl waits at the door. 
Her heart is still beating .... 
DENIAL 
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Edgar Allan Poe and Aerobic Conditioning 
Last night I finally, and quite distinctly, understood how that black bird of Poe's 
drove his character to the brink of insanity. A brown bird can accomplish the same 
thing. No, I wasn't pondering, "weak and weary." In fact, unlike Poe in his parlor, I 
was briskly walking in the neighborhood, a basic middle-America kind of place. My 
walk was an attempt to get my heart rate up to a level that would make my aerobics 
instructor smile and my cardiologist lengthen the time between visits. 
Dusk and a welcome quietness had settled on the neighborhood when I first put 
Nike to pavement. Strangely, families were not SUVing down the streets in transit to 
ballgames, ballerina business, and piano practice. Instead, they were nestled on the 
Naugahyde once again worshipping at the big, liquid crystal display, formerly known 
as the big boob tube. So in this environment, devoid of humans and irritating noise, I 
started my daily aerobic ritual. 
I 
My typical walking circuit was a block, and as I closed in on the final segment of 
the first lap, a raucous noise assaulted my ears. Maybe raucous is a bit strong to 
describe the singing of a bird, but nighttime was descending rather quickly, and that 
bird song was definitely a day song. Why wasn't that bird sleeping? As I rounded the 
corner, I spied the master of the melody. Perched on the sagging power line, a 
corpulent brown bird blasted out another cacophony of sound. Now, I'm sure bird 
people, and they know who they are, could identify the creature and rationally and 
arrogantly recite its Latin name and the characteristics of its song. To me, it was a 
noisy, fat, browr: bird, and his singing irritated me and put a damper on what had 
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started out as a pleasant jog. However, once again unlike Poe, I could not stand there 
long, "wondering, fearing," but hastened to continue my aerobic mission - raise that 
heait rate. 
The second jogging lap produced the same results as the first: one fat brown bird 
irritating one neighborhood runner. This time, I halted directly under the bird and 
boldly spoke, "Don't you have a home, I mean, a nest to go to?" Of course, Fat 
Brown trilled his answer, which obviously I didn't understand, so I continued my 
circuit of the block, his lilting notes lingering in my ears. At this point, I would 
ce1tainly appreciate Poe's bird, its "silence unbroken." 
I continued my walking even as darkness, with its mysterious cloak, covered the 
neighborhood and, of course, my walking circuit. And yet, that bird kept singing and 
harmonizing as if it were his last chorus, which it well might be ifl had to walk much 
longer and hear his tunes disrupting my reverie. I thought, "Surely this bird will 
remember he's late for some kind of bird appointment. I know he's missed his supper 
because all the worms and bugs are safely tucked in for the night." But, no, he sang 
on. 
The aerobic hour for me finally ended, but that "ungainly fowl" still warbled and 
twittered. Drenched and breathless, I trudged home with the faint echoes of bird song 
in my head. Oh, my heart rate was up, but it had little to do with aerobics and a great 
deal to do with a bird who sings in the darkest hour of midnight, for he " ... still is 
sitting, still is sitting .... " and singing and singing and singing and on and on and on. 
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"Surely, Not Shurley?" 
The past ten years have seen an explosion in the number of television talk shows, and it 
was inevitable that Shurley would become a leading host of one of the afternoon "talkies. 
Below is an excerpt from one of her recent airings. Needless to say, the Neilson ratings 
sky-rocketed after this particular showing. It's mainly because of the positive ratings 
from all the seventh and eighth grade latch-key kids who hurried home and tossed aside 






Good afternoon, again, to all you jingle junkies, and welcome 
to this segment of "Speaking of English." I've got a great show 
lined up featuring some special friends, many of whom you 
know and like to use in your everyday English .... not! 
First, I want to introduce my very close associate and long time 
friend, Herbie Verb; he's the guy you just can't get anywhere 
without. And sitting next to him is Abby Adjective, a 
very lovely descriptive complement to any noun. Next to her is 
another old friend and an active kind of guy, Addison Adverb, who 
works closely with Herbie. Down the table a little is Prissy 
Pronoun and her rock group trio the Prep-Prep-Prepositions. 
Nice to have all of you here with me. 
Let's start with Herbie. 
Tell me, Herbie, what are you doing these days? 
Hey, surely, Shurley, didn't you know? I'm happily married now. 
I know you find it hard to believe because I was always kind of 
out there doing things, you know, a really active kind of guy, and 
marriage sort of keeps a guy from doing all kinds of things. 
Well, congratulations, Herbie, and no, I didn't know you were 
married. Who's the lucky girl? 
It's Nellie Noun - remember her? She's a proper noun now - used 
to sit in front of me in English class - finally admitted she was 
nothing without me, that she was incomplete when I wasn't 
around. Best thing for us to do was to get married, so here 
I am, an old married guy. But it's been great. 








the sentence team used to hang around her all the time. I think I 
also remember her in junior high as a short, skinny, undeveloped 
common noun, sometimes maybe just a little abstract. 
Well, yeah, but she sure can fill out a sentence now. She 
wanted to go with an adverb when she was in school. I 
was sort of jealous, and I was glad when they didn't get along. 
He was an odd dude - always asking How? When? Where? -
hung around with the wrong crowd- not Nellie's type. I was glad 
she kept disagreeing with him. I think he ended up 
modifying a 25 year-old-diagrammed verb. Oh, by the way, 
Nellie and I have staited our family; we've got twenty-two 
little helping verbs and another on the way. 
Well, Herbie, you have been an active verb. Obviously, been 
conjugating a lot lately, but that's not a subject for prime time 
TV. On that note, I guess it's time to go on to my other guests, 
but I want you to stick around and renew some old acquaintances, 
maybe check out some of your former linking verbs. 
Now, folks, I'd like to introduce another friend, - I'm not sure what 
kind or which one - but it's Abby Adjective. Abby's just finished a 
movie in Hollywood titled OUTLAW OBJECT. I believe it's a 
story of an outlaw adjective who modifies a very direct object 
while hanging around in the predicate pai1 of town. Welcome, 
Abby. 
Hey, Shurley, you ol' English major. Are you still mai-ried? 
Sony to say I'm not. Mr. Shurley died recently from terminal 
j ingleitis. I assure you, though, I was with him to the very end, 
end, end of his sentence, sentence, sentence. I apologize - such 
fond memories. But on a happier note, we two single girls should 
get together after the show, pick up some of those fine subordinate 
conjunctions that are in town for a complex sentence convention. 
I've learned they never mind leaving their other half to stand alone 
in the Paragraph Saloon. We might even get brave and go 
out and split some infinitives, just like old times. 
Sounds great to me! Shurley, I gotta hand it to you; you always 
did know how to have a good time. Hey, by the way, have you 












Mr. C. You remember- we nicknamed him Mr. Conjunction. 
He's one of our crowd who really liked his nickname. Wouldn't 
you, if your real name was Forand Ornorbut? 
Oh, yes, I remember Forand. He was always trying to hook up 
with somebody. He's the one who left town because he couldn't 
get punctuated. Yeah, all the curvy little commas loved him, in 
spite of his name, but he wouldn't let them get close to him. Too 
bad. It could have worked. 
Oh, well, enough about lost causes. How about you, Abby? I 
heard you had some kind of surgery. Was that a celebrity make-
over? 
No, not exactly, even though I am a celebrity in every sentence. I 
make them pretty and lovely and, and I'm the best thing to use if 
you want some heavy describing. But, no, I had a possessive 
pronoun removed. You know it helped me start modifying like the 
special adjective I am. Unfortunately, there's still an old 
apostrophe in the phrase where I stay, but, of course, I'm never 
bothered by it. It's possessive, but not malignant. 
Abby, I remember when you had those, uh, comparative and, uh, 
superlative forms way back in high school. Remember 
when you were wild ... wilder ... wildest? You were great 
in all that descriptive work. 
Yeah, and I can remember when YOU used to conjugate 
Herbie in the stairwell. Ooh, ooh, ooh. And remember how red he 
got when you teased him in class and said there was no action in 
him - he was just a state of being? That was so much fun. 
Hey, Abby, watch out! You used to do a little conjugating yourself 
with me, right, huh? Now, girls, you gotta remember: I was born 
for action. By the way, I'm outta here. I'm going, going, gone. 
Oh, Herbie, we all loved the way you could go from transitive 
to intransitive meditation by just moving one little ol' object. You 
were something else. See ya around, darling. 
Hey, this has been great, but again, I'm rnnning out of time, and 
I've got several other special guests to introduce. Abby, hang 
around after the show; we'll go out and have a participle on 
rye. 










Addison Adverb is here with us today, and we're very fortunate 
because recently he's been sentenced for repeat offenses 
of failing to end in LY. He's been known for modifying 
wayward adverbs and is now engaged in mission work 
for the Salvation Modifying Adverb. Welcome, Addison. 
Thanks, Shurley, it's truly and wonderfully and awfully great to be 
here now. Wow! There I go again. 
That's right, watch your language, Addison. I know 
modifying can be an addiction, but we won't go there. 
How about telling our viewers how your work with 
wayward adverbs is coming along? 
Wonderfully, positively, especially well. I'm giving 
them hope and substance now. They're getting 
stronger and bolder with their verbs. They really know 
the how, when, and where of things. We'll soon have 
them out on the streets ready to do their best to modify 
any weak verb, some pitiful adjective, or even a fellow 
adverb. 
Addison, I've got two more guests I need to introduce. 
Why not meet Abby and me at the Inte1jection Lounge. There 
won't be any nouns there to preposition, but you were never into 
that anyway. Just let us know when to meet you. You already 
know the where. 
I'm with you. I might just get lucky and hook up with 
some cute little lonely adjective out there. Might do some 
intensifying. 
Prissy Pronoun and her rock trio, the Prep, Prep, Prepositions 
have been touring the country doing benefit rock conceits 
for convalescent object pronouns. Prissy sings rock, pop, 
gospel, and I've heard her rap out a few prepositional phrases 
of her own. 
Welcome to the show, guys. 
Oh, Shurley, I just love your show. It's so informal and fun. 
Something English usually isn't. I just can't wait to jingle 
with everyone. You want me to show you what a rabbit can do 











We'll hold that for later because I have some other important 
questions. Do you think you'll ever quit impersonating 
others and have a career change, maybe become a full-
fledged capitalized proper noun? 
Ooh, I hope so. Some day my big break will come. 
All these years, I have been taking the place of someone else, 
just an understudy, but one day a noun will get sick in a 
sentence, and I'll be standing by ready. I'll be the star, and 
I can quit this rock band. These guys are always into 
something, onto something, after something, around 
something, without something, and on and on. I need a 
big break. 
Go for it, babe! 
Well, you three have really made it big with your new hit, 
"Prep, Prep, Prep my Phrase." It's a great tune. You 




And we're all about us! 
Thank you, fellas, but that's about it for our show. I appreciate all 
of you coming by today. You prepositions hang in there, 
and good luck to the rest of you. And, viewers, call 
Ticketmaster soon to get your tickets to our July 
"Jingle Fest." You won't be disappointed. See you 
tomorrow, and remember, English Rules! 
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Miller, Debbie. Reading With Meaning. Portland, ME: Stenhouse, 2002. 
Debbie Miller's book is a great tool to teach comprehension in the elementary 
grades. The book provides a framework around the principles of reading. It is set up to 
start the year off and guides you through the beginning of the year with your students. It 
discusses building a community ofleamers and establishing relationships with your 
group of kids. The book teaches you how to begin a reader's workshop by beginning 
with the book selection. Choosing a "just-right" book is crucial for the success of 
reading. As the year progresses, children begin to take ownership over their own reading. 
Motivation and reading aloud are also extremely important during this time of 
instruction. 
Miller also discusses the importance of schema. This is building upon one's 
background knowledge. She gives great examples of mini-lessons to use in the classroom 
to create text-to-text connections, text-to-world-connections, and text-to-self connections. 
These connections are then used to enhance the understanding of the text. The book also 
offers great suggestions for creating mental images, inferring, asking questions, and 
predicting. Miller has great ideas for teaching strategies for modeling thinking through 
oral and written responses to literature. 
Kathryn Barber 
Wheeler, Rebecca S. and Rachel Swords. '"My Goldfish Name is Sealey' is Wbat We 
Say at Home: Code-Switching - a Potent Tool for Reducing the Achievement 
Gap in Linguistically Diverse Classrooms." Annual Meeting of the National 
Council of Teachers of English. Baltimore, MD. 15-20 November 2001. Eric 
Document Reproduction Service ED461877. 
In this speech, Wheeler and Swords demonstrate ways to get students to speak 
Standard English. They begin by advising teachers not to correct students, but to contrast 
their "home speech" with "school speech." Teachers should state the rules for each and 
train the students to switch from home speech to school speech automatically. By not 
saying that the students are wrong, the teacher provides a more comfortable environment 
in which the students may learn. Wbeeler and Swords point out that everyone has 
different levels of formality in language, and teaching the students that there is a time and 
place for their levels of formality has proven to increase their use of Standard English in 
the appropriate situations. 
Amy Box 
Zinsser, William. Writing to Learn. New York: Harper and Row, 1988. 
"Students often find it easier to write about their work when they're writing to a specific 
person" (154). 
From the chapter entitled "Writing Mathematics," Zinsser relates a story from a math 
teacher, Joan Countryman, who uses writing as a tool to encourage math students to think 
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outside the box of "math is numbers, a specific process, and one right answer which only 
the teacher knows" (italics and paraphrase mine). 
My personal experience supports that the use of epistolary essays also works with 
teaching writing about poetry to first year college students. The practice of addressing the 
actual poet and engaging in conversation with said person adds a personal dimension to 
the thought process. The student identifies with the humanness of the writer as an actual 
person who wrote those words. Even though they know there will be no response, they 
continue to tell me this exercise helps to see poets as real people expressing themselves in 
sometimes obscure and abstract symbolism, just as we do today. 
Donna Coleman 
Turbill, Jan, ed. No Better Way to Teach Writing! Australia: PETA, 1983. 
This book gives a step-by-step approach to teaching writing in the primary school. It 
focuses on a conference approach where students write a rough draft, discuss it with a 
friend, and have them proofread it. If the students are not happy with the results, they 
start over. When they are ready for their final draft, the students schedule a conference to 
discuss their writing with the teacher. A helpful part of the book is on pages 82 and 83, 
where a twelve-step process is laid out and sample conference questions are given. 
Lisa Finerty 
Baldwin, Christina. "The Power of Personal Writing: Journal Writing is a Vital Pait of 
Reclaiming and Preserving Our Stories." Writer 119.11(2006): 16-18, 
<http://www.ebscohost.com>. 
This powerful article bounces off a quotation by novelist Edmund White in which he 
says: "When a person dies, a library is burned." These words present a strong image, 
which reminds us all of who we are, and what stories we can tell about ourselves. Ms. 
Baldwin presents a clear interpretation of the history of personal writing as well as the 
necessity for it. "An estimated fifteen million blank-book journals sell every year," she 
writes; "somebody is writing." The article is a creative mirror of personal reflection in 
our society. Technology has enabled us to create and store our information electronically 
and also share it with the entire world, all at once. Baldwin recounts a history of 
journaling in ancient times, all the way to her younger days when she began teaching a 
"journalism" class that had nothing to do with newspapers or reporting. She happened to 
stumble upon an opportunity to teach the concept of journal writing, and the class that she 
taught began to spread into other classrooms. She reiterates that some of the most 
resourceful historical documents have been diaries. Baldwin closes the article with 
writing prompts for readers' journal entries, and encourages all writers to keep journals 
so that when they have passed on, there will be more stories to tell. 
Steve Haslam 
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Dyson, Anne Haas & Celia Genishi, eds. The Need for Story: Cultural Diversity in 
Classroom and Community. Urbana, IL: NCTE, 1994. 
This book discusses the need for stories in the classroom. When educators incorporate 
the writing of narratives in the classroom, they are able to learn much about the student 
author's culture and background. In addition, students make more connections between 
different texts, others, and themselves. Stories stem from relationships, help people 
shape their lives, and can serve in the evaluation of different social functions. Nan-atives 
also help students put into words their feelings about their world, while empowering 
student voices. Educators can use stories to create a classroom culture that builds 
relationships and brings new experiences and points of view to the forefront. Then in 
turn, students make connections between the stories and their own lives, thus weaving 
lives together through nan-atives. 
Kimberly Kuzmic 
Weaver, Constance. Teaching Grammar in Context. Portsmouth, NH: Boynton/Cook 
Publishers, 1996. 
Weaver provides research throughout her book to discuss the problems and 
solutions when teaching grammar. She states that the traditional method of teaching 
grammar, teacher-led instruction, has proven to have little relevance to writing itself. She 
proceeds on to say that grammar is so complex a system that it is not easily learned and is 
rarely ever well learned, even by professionals. Weaver asserts that students find 
grammar boring and depend on the teacher's acquisition of answers instead of mastering 
knowledge themselves. Some solutions to the grammar dilemma that Weaver begins to 
offer her readers include the belief that students should be required to write often and 
write extended pieces. Another issue she sees facing student writers is that they have 
rarely been asked to write more than a sentence or an occasional paragraph. Weaver 
affirms that requiring students to write more in-depth pieces will inevitably help sustain 
their grammar abilities. Weaver also testifies to the advantages of teacher/student 
revision conferences. 
Charissa Lambe1t 
Allen, Janet. "Guided Reading: 'On the Run' Strategies Toward Independence." 
Yellow Brick Roads: Shared and Guided Paths to Independent Reading 4-12. Portland, 
ME: Stenhouse, 2000. 80-97. 
The chapter from Janet Allen's book, Yellow Brick Roads: Shared and Guided Paths 
to Independent Reading 4-12. explores and analyzes the main differences between using 
shared readings and guided readings in the classroom. She begins the chapter by 
clarifying the differences, as well as the pros and cons, of both shared and guided 
reading. Shared reading, the uninterrupted reading of a text usually led by a teacher, is 
more commonly considered to be the most effective way to reach students. However, 
Allen explores how guided reading, the pairing of smaller groups of students where text 
is read silently, can be just as effective. She notes that guided reading helps "students to 
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make critical connections between texts and readers" (80). She goes on to quote 
Margaret Mooney's description concerning the purpose of guided reading, which is that 
" [ t ]he aim of guided reading is to develop independent readers who question, consider 
alternatives, and make informed choices as they seek meaning" ( qtd. in Allen 81 ). Allen 
then shifts her thinking toward explaining the significant differences between "guided 
reading and guided readers" (81). She gives an example lesson plan to illustrate her 
point. She assigns a text, introduces the story, and has her students make an educated 
guess about the outcome. She then passes out the story in pieces to prevent her students 
from quickly reading to the end. She has a copy of the story on the overhead so she can 
"transcribe students' questions and notations about language, events, or words" (Allen 
83 ). After students silently read the opening paragraph, she has them think back to their 
earlier predictions about the story. She then has the students begin filling in a chart 
cataloguing the character's talk, actions, and what others say. In this manner, the class 
works toward clarifying the story's meaning. Allen works to challenge her students to 
make "conscious connections between the text and their lives ... They are also being asked 
to get actively involved in understanding the purpose of these strategies" (89). The 
challenge to guided reading is that it often works best with small groups of students and 
can cause planning problems. The obvious setbacks that often come with group work, 
such as disrnptive students, must also be considered. Overall, this book gives some 
excellent ideas for teachers to use that could help students move past only literal 
interpretations of texts and begin to think more critically. 
Mica Mecham 
Smith, Mary Ann and Miriam Ylvisaker, eds. Portfolios in the Classroom: Teachers' 
Voices. Berkeley: NWP, 1993. 
This book is a collection of atticles written by participants in the National Writing 
Project. The collections of articles written on po1tfolios caught my attention since I want 
to incorporate them into my classroom. According to this publication, p01tfolios give 
students a wide-angle lens in which to view themselves as learners, thinkers, and writers. 
In the introduction of the article, Mary Ann Smith relates that "thinking" is back in 
fashion and has regained its place as a desirable means to an end in a good education. 
Portfolios are one way to provide this means to an end. Teachers should tailor portfolios 
to their students and to their own best teaching practices. Students enjoy and get more 
satisfaction from someone responding personally to their writing than from a grade. 
Susan Ross 
Lattimer, Heather. Thinking Through Genre: Units of Study in Reading and 
WritingWorkshops 4-12. Stenhouse Publishers: Portland Maine, 2003. 
In chapter seven, the author addresses teaching students to respond to literature by 
integrating response into the fabric of their reading lives by thinking of it as not an end of 
the book assignment but rather a necessary patt of understanding and creating text. 
These responses, according to the author, should grow out of constant informal and 
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private interactions in which readers question the text, connect to its meaning and 
develop inferences about its characters and synthesize earlier understandings with the 
new ideas that the text presents. There are three categories in which this understanding 
should be nourished: reflective, creative and analytical. Workshops are developed to 
help students write in these three areas. 
Kathy Shelton 
Whaley, Liz, and Liz Dodge. Weaving in the Women: Transforming the High School 
English Curriculum. Portsmouth, NH: Boynton/Cook Heinemann, 1993. 
This work uses a friendly and conversational tone to describe many ways that more 
literary works written by women can be incorporated into the classroom effectively and 
easily. This work addresses the issue of why more women are not included in the high 
school curriculum while so many males are. Liz Whaley and Liz Dodge have included 
many diverse and fascinating female authors and discussions on intriguing ways to 
incorporate them into the high school curriculum. The book details both American and 
English literature and describes ways to incorporate new female authors with more 
traditional male authors. It also discusses grade specific lessons and answers the question 
of why students should study women at all. This book would be helpful to high school 
teachers and pre-service teachers. It also will appeal to those seeking to expand their 
knowledge of women writers and how to integrate them in the classroom. 
Holly Sutherland 
Hewitt, Geof. "Creating and Using Portfolios." A Pmtfolio Primer: Teaching 
Collecting, and Assessing Student Writing. Portsmouth, NH: Heinemann, 
1995. 
One of most important precepts mentioned in this chapter was what Hewitt noted is 
the number one principle of using portfolios: the portfolio belongs to the student. By 
this, he means the student maintains the pottfolio, adds to it periodically, and thins it out 
when necessary. He also indicates several purposes of the portfolio: to show the 
student's growth in writing; to encourage goal-setting; and to show student effort. After 
his discussions of purposes, Hewitt segues to a section on the use of electronic media 
with portfolios. He clearly warns of the hazards of using diskettes. An encouraging 
section deals with the positive impressions portfolios have on parents during conferences. 
Hewitt also points a spotlight on a portfolio party as a means to encourage self-motivated 
learning. A discussion of portfolios would not be complete without mention of the use of 
portfolios in teacher to teacher conferences, and Hewitt does this adequately. He also 
mentions portfolio use across the cmTiculum, but he focuses on theory and not method. 
Later on, his comments on using a learning log may be an attempt to rectify this 
shortcoming. All together, this section encompasses the major points of pottfolio use. 
Linda Wynn 
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